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THE KING OF CLUBS. 

Satumi, W die Maii, 1821. 

The Club met earlier than usual this month, in order to 
secure the company of one of their Members, who was about 
to take up his abode upon the banks of Isis. 

After the Articles intended for N^ VIII. had been xead, 
and the thanks of the Club voted, as usual, to the Authors 
of them, Mr. Le Blanc was desired, in default of any more 
agreeable amusement, to read to the Club his Vak. Allen 
accordingly complied. 

MR. LE BLANC*S TALE. 

" From time immemorial it has been the custom of Eto- 
nians, upon their departure from this seat of classic literature, 
to compose something which they term a '' Vale." I know 
not precisely how to define this species of writing : I can 
hardly call it prose, for it is clothed in the gewgaw fetters of 
rhyme ; I can hardly call it poetry, for it is frequently bur- 
dened with all the ponderous inflexibility of prose. It is always 
very sad, and generally produces a contrary feeling in its 
readers. 

However, it has long been a maxim with me, that old cus- 
toms, in all their primitive utility^ or in all their primitive 
^ absurdity, ought to be kept up ; and I therefore sit down, 
' and, having composed my thoughts into a most gentlemanly 
melancholy, I proceed to indite my Vale. In doing so, how- 
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2 THE ETONIAN. 

ever, I intend to deviate in one respect from the practice 
which has been most conimonly received among our prede- 
cessors ; I will not confine my thoughts in the inharmonious 
cadence of monkish jingle : the language in which the ideas 
of Allen Le Blanc are expressed ishall be as free as those 
ideas themselves ; I will write in plain, humble, unsophisti- 
cated English prose. 

Neither will I adopt the hackneyed embellishments which 
it is commonly the custom to employ. There is one kind of 
Vale written, which patronizes the Pastoral : it warbles forth 
its delicate aspirations in a most mellifluous modulation ; it 
can Sipeak of nothing but whispering groves and melting loves, 
and verdant plains and happy swains, of tranquil hours and 
meeting bowers. It contrives to see Damon, and-Thyrsis, and 
Menalcas, all sitting under the trees of the Playing-fields, 
and to hear a hundred nightingales warbling from the bricks 
of the Upper School. This is all very pretty, but I don't like 
it. I don't know how these things are usually summed up, 
fori never reached the end of one. 

There is another genus which dilates into the Didactic. 
I am told that' the study of this style is very profitable, but 
it generally sends me to sleep. It never rises, and it never 
flii^s ; it goes on drawling in its one unvaried tune, stringing 
together a set of drowsy apophthegms, which nature never 
expected to find tacked on to each other. It continues in 
this strain through about a hundred lines, and when you 
find yourself at the last of them, you turn round with a 
distension of face, partaking equally of a stare and a yawn, 
lind inquire, '' Pray ! what was it all about V* 

There is another and a loftier kind ; I mean that which 
effects the Ode. This indeed presents us with something 
worth dwelling upon. In the first place it throws off all 
restrictions of metre and measure, and is almost as free as 
the sermoy which I am at present scribbling. In the next 
place it throws off all restrictions of time and place, present- 
iiig you, in the space of two or three succeeding lines, with 
Athens, Mexico, and St. Paul's ; Cicero, Bonaparte, and 
Pitt. It is impossible to give any thing like a correct de^ 
finition of this branch of the Vale. It assumes a thousand 
different shapes, and that shape is commonly esteemed the 
most beautiful which is the most fantastic. It delights in a 
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THE KING OF CLUBS. 3 

jgreat many peculiarities. It delights in extended similes, which 
usually begin with *' As when a — " and run along througlf 
three parts of a page, in all the meanders of long lines and 
short lines, interspersed with innumerable dashes, brackets, 
and apostrophes, before you come to the corresponding 
" Thus," which informs you that you may take breath, and . 
look for. a meaning. It delights in Personification, which is 
the figure by which we are enabled to assign blue eyes to 
Hope, squinting eyes to Envy, and green eyes to Jealousy. 
By the help of this auxiliary, it brings before our feyes a troop 
of modern Gods and Goddesses, as if the old ones were not 
sufficient for any good or evil purpose. It represents all the 
Divinities which the fugitive is about to leave behind him — 
first, ** Mater Etona," with a laurel in one hand, and a birch 
in the other : next Hope, and Peace, and Poetry, and Inspirar 
tiouf and Mutton, and I know not how many more ! Then it 
raises before our eyes, " in dread array," the terrible forms 
which the said fugitive expects to run athwart in his pere- 
grinations. *' Hoary Grranta," with EUclid, her aid-du-^ampf 
is at the head of tlie enemy ; she is attended by Labour, and 
Care, and Trouble, and Triangle, and a legion of personages 
of the same cast. I would rather get Homer's Catalogue by 
heart than enumerate the tenth part of them. This species 
of Vale delights also in playing the Resurrection Man, and 
bringing up before our eyes the numberless Heroes, States- 
men, and Bards, which have been educated upon the soil we 
now inhabit. Af^er this it is generally seized with a burst of 
Prophecy, in which the Poet promiseth to rival with success 
the fame of the aforesaid Heroes, Statesmen, and Bards. 
This frenzy does not subside till the conclusion of the poem, 
which, of course, must end with ^a thundering Alexandrine, 
the v^ry beau ideal of Pope's '* wounded snake." 

But die best, and perhaps the most received plan, is to mix 
all the above enumerated species together, and to twine the 
flowers of each into a wild and luxurious garland. I laugh 
to see the jarring and discordant atoms of different forms, 
and different colours, rushing simultaneously together, and 
forming by degrees one cohering whole, united by so delicate 
a cement, that if from the front, or the back, or the wings, 
you pilfer a single brick, an immediate disorganization must 
ensue, and the building, with 11 its heterogeneous compila- 
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4 THE ETONIAK. 

tion, rolls, instanter, to the ground. I laugh to see the 
*' Learning" of Personification confounded with the "Pallas" 
of Mythology, Lycurgus in company with a Master of Arts, 
and Daphnis arm-in-arm with a second stop ! 

There is another component part of these efforts which runs 
through every species in an equal degree. I mean the lan- 
guage of adulation. This is mingled alike with the enervating 
simplicity of the Pastoral, the monotonous .weariness of the 
Didactic, and the violent heroics of the Ode. As the ancients 
bestowed upon the monarchs whom they feared and hated 
most the title of ivegyerai, our alumni think themselves 
obliged to heap upon the Governors, whom they have so late- 
ly dreaded, the grossest compliments that flattery can devise 
1 do not quarrel with the feelings thus expressed !— I wish 
every one had the feeling without the display. But at present 
every one has the display, and I will not stop to calculate 
how many have the feeling. 

I say that I will employ none of these tinsel ornaments 
which better and abler scholars have so liberally smeared 
over their paper. Neither will I throw myself, as many have 
done. Into the person of some illustrious Hero of Antiquity, 
and from his lips pour forth the strain of hallowed verse, 
till the reader forgets who it is to whom he listens. — I am 
Allen Le Blanc, and I am writing matter-of-fact. 
■ . Farewell to ye, ye amusements in which I have so long re- 
joiced, ye studies in which I have so long been an actor ! 
Farewell to all the little luxuries which custom has overlooked, 
to all the little annoyances which discontent has magnified ! 
I am going from the Playing-fields, in which I have joyed in 
the jovial alacrity of the cricket, or the more solid rotundity 
of the foot-ball ! from the school, whose wooden walls, sculp- 
tured on every side with the honoured names of our pre- 
decessors, awaken on every side our emulation and ambition ! 
from the little uncarpeted cell, which has been so long dear 
to me as my Home ! 

Farewell to the congenial Spirits with whom I have so long 
associated ! in whose pleasures and whose labours I have re- 
joiced to participate! Farewell too, to you, the real and only 
tutelary deities of the place ; from whose approbation those 
pleasures and those labours have received their highest zest! 
In the new scenes to which I am now hastening, — m tl)e new 
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Studies in which I am soon to be immersed, — I shall feel, 
believe me, no ordinary gratification, if I may flatter myself 
that you will waste a single thought upon my interests, or 
breaUie a single wish for my future wdfare !" 

Here Mr. Le Blanc concluded ; but I undesstand that his 
Vale, as shown-*up in school, was of a much greater length* 
His name was then ordered to be enrolled among our honorary 
members, on the motion of Mr. Courtenay. 

The Club proceeded to ballot for two candidates. I will 
draw the characters of both, although the first only was 
successful. 

CHARACTERS OF TWO MORE CANDIDATES. 

It had long been a matter of surprise to the whole School^ 
that a society like '^ The King of Clubs" should have existed 
for so many months without enrolling among its members that 
choice character, Jasper Harvey. The main-spring by 
which this individual regulates every action, is a social dis- 
position, which embraces a most comprehensive view of the 
duties of good-fellowship. To this his time, his thoughU| . 
and his money, have been sacrificed ; but, in return, ne 
has attained that most difficult of all acquirements, the art 
o£ keeping on terms with all parties, by never declaring for 
any particular one of the m^ny which agitate our miniatvr^ 
world. He is equally ^popular with the Cricketers and Boat- 
men, whose interests so often and so violently jar; for he 
contrives to satisfy the demands of both. With the one he 
is accounted a hard <u7tpe, an active^e^, and a highly cre- 
ditable stout bowler ; and he is stroke of the ten-oar to the 
others. What would the duck and green pea suppers at 
Surley-Hall do without the good-humoured smiles and smart 
repartees of Jasper Harvey? The preparations for the 
glorious Fourth of June would be a mere t;haos of doubt 
and perplexity, were it not for the steady coolness with which 
Harvey issues his directions. In fact, the legislative and 
executive are both lodged with him on these occasions. His 
fiat decides the claims of the rival boats in their choice of 
jackets, hats, and favours ; and the judicious selection of 
fireworks is an additional proof of his taste. It has long 
been a maxim of philosophy to refer all things to first prin- 
ciples; I ought, therefore, to^apologise for thus hurrying, 
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in medias res, without first noticing the circumstances of birth 
and early habits, which led to the formation of the character 
of this Eton demagogue. 

Jasper was born of most respectable parents at W . His 

father enjoys an extensive practice in his profession of the 
law, and of course is a personage of no small consequence in 
a borough, where the corporation, for the most part, consists 
of tradesmen who have rapidly risen to affluence, from ad- 
ministering, at good profits, to the comforts and luxuries of 
a court residence. Such worthies generally contain less in 
their heads than in their purses; and are easily managed by a 
clever spirit, who will condescend to such a task. Mr. Harvey 
has always ready at hand, against, the public dinners and 
meetings, two or three new songs, and as many dozen of old 
jokes ; which, as if establishing the truth of the Pythagorean 
Creed, have animated successive generations from the time of 
Joe Miller. And thus, by falling in with the prevailing 
humours of the old codgers, and by flattering the personal 
vanity of the younger townsmen, whenever he has "the 
pleasure of meeting'' them in the street, Mr. H. is become 
the oracle of the Vestry-room and Town-hall. The vicinity 
of Eton' College was a tempting opportunity for procuring 
a polished education for his only son ; and besides, Mrs. H.'s 
biatemal feelings would be spared the pang of so decided a 
separation from her darling, as the sending him to a board- 
ing-school must cause. This last consideration decided the 
matter, and Jasper came to Eton on the plan of a day-scholar ; 
it being arranged that he should return home to his meals and 
sleeping-hours. At first the little fellow was very obedient 
to Mamma's wishes, and whenever his form was dismissed 
from the School -room, and his engagements with his Tutor 
were discharged, he was seen trudging up town with his 
Gradus, Grammar, and Dictionary, under his arm, and the 
ink-bottle in his hand. By degrees, however, as his acquaint- 
ance increased, and their invitations for his companionship in 
their different sports multiplied ad ittjin,, Harvey bad fewer 
journeys a day into Berkshire and back. He was at first 
observed to loiter about Barnspool, swimming paper boats, or 
stoning the ducks. In process of time he was enrolled in the 
lower Clubs of cricket or football, according to the time of 
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year, became the best at a leap across Chalvey ditch, and was 
knowa to have broiight down a robin after a toodle of two or 
three miles. In the meantime his W — — — connexions were 
only kept up by his occasional appearance in public alongside 
of his Admiral at the Town-hall dinners; to which he was 
introduced at an early age. It is some years now since he 
signalized himself by the arch style of lus '* Miss Nightcap 
and her Sweetheart ; " a song of his, which has even made 
the gray-beards at table shake with laughter. • 

The remaining outlines of my sketch may as well be filled 
up by the imagination of my reader as by my pen, '' Train 
up a child," says the old proverb, " in the way he should go, . 
and when he is old he will not depart from it." Taught 
from his very infancy to consider universal popularity as the 
summum bonum^ we have seen, in the former part of this 
essay, that Harvey has attained the acm^ of his wishes. His 
equals love him for his social qualities, and court his ac* 
quaintance as the sine qud non of society ; and the younger 
members of the community look up to him as a father. Such 
is his condescension, that his good offices are never refused 
to the lowest underling in the School. Is power abused by 
the upper boys? Harvey is appealed to as the mediator 
between the fag and his master. His grants of liberties to 
the commonalty are indiscriminate and profuse, while his 
influence is always exerted to obtain the same privileges for 
his numerous protegees from the more close aristocrats. The 
consequence of this is, tliat our *' Friend of the People" is 
attended in all his movements by a shoal of dependents, of 
every form in the School: some to get their lessons con- 
strued, and others to further their claims to their respective 
stations in the next match or water expedition. 

I have omitted to mention an excellent system^ by which 
he secures the influence over his equals which he has gained 
by his good-natured temperament and useful accomplish* 
ments. This is effected by the dinner-parties which he is 
enabled to give occasionally at home, to select divisions of 
six or eight. It aSbrds me true pleasure to meet with this 
opportunity of a public acknowledgment for the kindness 
and affability which so many of my schoolfellows and myself 
have invariably met with at the table of the Harveys. The 
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Style in which the banquets have been served up, — the highly' 
seasoned French dishes, — and the »uperb trifle dish in the 
centre, have frequently called forth the panegyrics of a 
Rowley. But there has been another enjoyment far beyond 
what sensual indulgences can afford, which has given these 
parties, their true gusto, — the social intercourse with this 
family of chaste breeding and elegant manners. The hearty 
Enghsh hospitality of the father, the conversational powers 
of Mrs. H., and, " last, not least," the charming smiles and 
miifflcal talents of Miss Emily, have made impressions upon 
our minds, and will long be preserved there by sentiments of 
grateful attachment. 

But I am run away with by my subject. ** To turn and 
to return." I may well be asked what acquirements my 
friend Harvey possesses to entitle him to a seat in a literary 
dub. I am reminded that the cricket jacket, turned up with 
blue, the ten-oar broad brim, and the prowess which fought 
its way through hosts of Bargees^ when intercepted upon 
Windsor-hill, are no particular recommendations in his pre- 
sent canvass.. Let it not, however, be thought that his other 
avocations have so entirely monopolized him as to preclude 
a due attention to study. Had it been so, his success with 
the 01 roXkoi would never have been so complete. It was of 
course necessary for a pretender to a character of this sort to 
have the ability of conferring obligations in the school line — 
not subject himself to the necessity of soliciting them. This 
consideration taught Harvey to husband carefully every 
hour which he spent at home : a decent scholarship, and 
much -general knowledge, was the reward of this plan. I 
do not intend to lay any -claim for him in the department of 
the imagination. The steady and sober intellects of this 
individual form a contrast to the brilliant mind of a Mont- 
gomery. Harvey is made for real life, and all the bustling 
engagements of society ; he is alone in solitude, and at home 
in a crowd. Free from the weaknesses to which great minds 
are liable, he has neither thought nor wrote himself into a 
belief in ghosts, second-sight, animal magnetism, craniology, 
or the like, as Johnson, Scott, Le Blanc, &c. are supposed to 
have done : sure in common matters, his judgment is not 
deep enough for any thing abstruse. Plain good sense how- 
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ever is a substitute, which more than counterbalances the 
deficienby. By an instant glance he can tell the di£ference 
between a pillar and a post, while such minds as Le Blanc^s 
have had recourse to all the orders of architecture, and in- 
quired into substance and essence before they have ventured 
to decide on the question. 

The treasure-house of his memory is well stored, and his 
reputation as an orator leads us to expect that he will prove 
a distinguished member of our society. His proficiency in 
English literature must be judged of by its fruits ; and I now 
quit a character which I have dwelt upon with pleasure, not 
forgetting to offer an old friend's congratulation on the event 
of this last test of his popularity, his admission into—** The 
King of Clubs," 

It is with no small degree of compunction that I find my- 
sdf called upon, as Secretary of the proceedings of our Club, 
to record, for the first time, the rejection of a Candidate. I 
am aware that it mOst appear an invidious task to attempt to 
delineate a character, when the question of our opinion of 
him has been already prejudged by the event of the ballot 
It is, however, an act of necessity, peremptorily required, of 
-me by my duty to the Club, since it tends to exculpate the 
Members from all charge of selfish ill-will or private pique, 
in the marked degradation of a schoolfellow ; inasmuch as I 
shall prove that, after a mature consideration of the worth of 
the individual, our verdict could not be otherwise than it was. 

Philip Wasney Jenkyns is the eldest son of an ancient 
family in the West of England. But this same fortunate 
coincidence of good birih has been a grievous stumblmg- 
block to the hero of our tale. ' How justly may we have 
recourse to the words of the Roman Satirist : 

" Malo pater tibi sit Thersitcs, dummodo tu sis, 
^acidae similis — " 

Jenkyns can accurately enumerate the heroes, statesmen, 
philosophers, and other worthies, of the long pedigree of his 
ancestors, but forgets at the same 'time the responsibility 
which has descended upon his own shoulders, to transmiti in 
unimpaired lustre, to posterity, the renown of his race by his 
own individual exertions. We have often heard of the 
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supererogatory merits of the Saints in the Romish Church, 
which the Pope keeps in his storehouse till there is a' demand 
for them in the retail line, to supply those purchasers who 
have a long score to make up in Purgatory. Jenkyns, I 
presume, has taken up the system, and intends to make the 
superahundant merits of his forefathers supply all deficiencies 
of his own. What is it to i&, though Humphrey Wasney, 
his maternal grandfather, who flourished in the reign of 
Queen Anne (peace be with him!) was publicly complimented 
by Pope for his literary talents, if this descendant of his 
would never have been noticed by that great man, unless it 
had been, perhaps, in the Bunciad ? I have no reason to 
doubt but that Matthew Honisberg Jenkyns was a Member 
of considerable weight in the Long Parliament ; we are only 
angry that Philip Wasney Jenkyns woidd hardly do credit 
to the one nick-named the " Barebone." Away, then, with 
all the undue advantages of a splendid genealogy, and let us 
examine the paked self of this simple one, and I fear we 
shall find him but a compound of vanity and ignorance. 
The seeds of the former failing were sown in early boyhood 
by the hand of a fond father. It is not worth while to draw 
up in long array the various indulgences or unkind kind- 
nesses, which are the usual symptoms of the system called 
spoiling a child : they are the same in all climes and stations 
of life. One instance, however, deserves marked notice. 
Young Philip, who had been suffered to amuse himself 
with the most desultory and heterogeneous reading — novels, 
Spanish romances, and the bloody tragedies of the age im- 
mediately before the appearance of Shakspeare, the precious 
stock of thQ old family library — one day took it into his head, 
not indeed to turn Poet, but to write verses, u e. certain 
articles of rhyme and syntax. The event was soon blazed 
over the neighbourhood. The sanguine spirit of the old 

gntleman foresaw nothing but laurels and University rostra 
r the promising boy ; and, whenever there was company 
to'ilinner, he took care that there should also be a recitation 
by Master Philip during dessert. Then, too, mamma's morn- 
ing calls upon the neighbouring families afforded a happy op- 
portunity for the display of her son's talents, and these 
precious morceaux of literature were the constant ornament 
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of her reticule ; ready, on all occasions, to make their ap- 
pearance to advantage, after the recommendatory haitingue 
of their partial chaperon. What wonder, then, that Jenkyns 
has proved the most conceited youth at Eton? Conceit, 
however, is generally a harmless quality, and merely excites 
the contempt, or, sometimes, the pity of others towards its 
unfortunate victim. But Jen%ns has contrived to humour 
his favourite passion, by making the most unjustifiable 
encroachment upon the liberty of the subject ever despot 
did. There is a good story told of some Italian Monk, who 
summoned the fishes of the sea to attend his preaching, and 
we are gravely informed (vide Addison's Tour) ** that they 
did come when he did call them." The account farther 
informs us, that in token of the eloquence of the Ec- 
clesiastic having had a due influence on his audience, the 
mute creatures bowed their heads, in profound reverence, three 
times, ere they dispersed homewards to their crystal habita- 
tions. In this manner Mr. J. collects together a crew of un- 
happy dependents, or interested elves — fifth form, who have 
an eye to the loaves and fishes their complaisance will pro- 
cure them, and lower boys, who dare not for their ears offend 
the consequential dignity of a sextile ; and woe to th^ if they 
do not melt in rhapsodies at the divine effusions of the 
recitator. It may not be generally known to my readers 
that it is customary for our candidates to give in certain 
proofs of qualification, whereby an opinion may be formed 
of their respective merits. 1 shall, therefore, subjoin a 
sample of prose and poetry from the pen of Mr. P. W. J. 
and thus rid my hands of any further disquisition. The 
public may then judge for themselves ? — 

ON POCKET. HANDKERCHIEFS. 

' "Of all those little agrhnens^ without which our manners 
want all the polish which gives the stamp of high life, none 
is so indispensably necessary as a proper style of blow- 
ing the nose. Heroes may conquer, orators may rant, phi- 
losophers may dispute; but they must study somethii 
else into the bargam. Fame should never blow the trumpjj 
for one who cannot blow his nose. 
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Precept is never so profitable as example. This. is a 
truth Vhich has been often inculcated. Horace says, ** my 
father took care — ut fugerem exemplin vitiorum quaeque 
notando," and a little afterwards, *' teneros animos aliena 
opprobria ssepe absterrent vitiis." — I will therefore proceed 
to exemplify. 

** You should not blow your nose like ." 

Here the author grows satirical, and I will therefore pro- 
ceed to his Poetry : — 

THE DEATH OF CHATHAM. 

" Chatham alive, Britain still hoped to see 
The jarring lands enjoy sweet unity ; 
Heaven would no longer spare him here below, 
But its favourite took from scenes of woe. 
Since strange corruption Britain's state perplext, 
His righteous soul each rising day was vext ; 
Monstrous crimes in every shape appear ; 
WhHe peaceful peasants with the ploughshare tear 
The fallow grounds, they to the wars are prest ; 
The late useful looms amidst lumber rest ; 
While their industrious own'rs, interred, now lay, 
In America's hospitable clay. 

Like the glorious Sun sinking to the main. 
With redoubled splendor to rise again, 
Britain expected Chatham wotild arise 
To scatter with his light her enemies : 
But these her hopes are frustrate, 
And she is left to struggle with her fate ! 

When he cou'd no more, the Patriot cried, 
Oh Camden ! save my Country ! and died ! ! ! " 

There being no more business before the Club, it imme- 
diately adjourned. 

{Signed J 

R.HODGSON, 

Secretary. 

[Since the character of our unfortunate Candidate was 

sent to the Printing-office, 1 have been much vexed at 

hearing that the above lines, which have been handed about 

as the ch(fd*t£uxre of Mr. Xenkyms, are actually copied from 
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a " Descriptive Poem of the River Tees, its Towns, and 
Antiquities, by Anne Wilson, printed for the Author, 
1778."— rThis is abominable. He would have been a dan- 
gerous subject to the King of Clubs. He was rejected, 
however, by a most appalling number of the litene dainna^ 
toria, commonly termed — ^black balls.] 



ON THE TOMB OF PSAMMIS. 

** Vixere fortes aute AganieAmona 
Multi ; sed omnes illacrimabiles 
ITrgcntur ignotique longd 
Nocte — " Horace. 



Nothing is more calculated to turn our mind to- 
wards meditation, and to awaken our feelings, than 
visiting sepulchral monuments. Indeed among those 
persons who have seen the tomb of some distinguished 
character, (and from the multiplicity of these monu- 
ments a great portion of mankind have done so) almost 
every one must have been led to meditate upon the 
striking scene before them ; many have committed their 
thoughts to writing, and a few have by so doing gained 
the admiration of mankind, adorned the literature of 
their country, and instructed and amused posterity. 
On such a beaten path I should not have ventured, had 
I not been led into it by visiting the representation of 
an Egyptian Tomb, discovered by that enterprising and 
persevering traveller Belzoni ; where many feelings and 
reflections crowded upon my mind, very different from 
those which commonly occur on meditatmg over the re- 
mains of the mighty dead. When we behold the tomb of 
some well-known character or favourite hero, we fancy 
that we are witnessing the defeat of time ; there are the 
mouldering ruins of a mausoleum — the defaced inscrip- 
tion — the mutilated bust. So far he is triumphant, and, 
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as we vainly imagine, all has been done, which rests in 
his power to aqpomplish. . We are conscious that had 
he, who raised this tomb for himself, rehed for immor- 
tality merely upon that fabric^ whose ruins are now 
mingling with the dust of its inhabitant, he wt)uld have 
been disappointed, and we exclaim with the Poet, 

** Let«ot a monument give you or me hopes, 
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops." 

Yet we say again, that is not the case here : the history 
of the man whose bones lie beijeath is familiar to us ; his 
deeds, his writings, or his discoveries, excite the wonder, 
praise, and admiration of posterity ; they have defied the 
attacks of time, to which nought belon^g to him, save 
the brick and mortar of his sepulchre, have yielded. 
His actions have been his monument ; his epitaph ' is 
written in the page of history .-r^lfech are our feelings, 
when we 'behold the tomb of Alexander the Great.* 
His dust has long ago been scattered by the winds. 
His sarcophagus, torn from the sepulchre!, subjected to 
domestic uses, at last transported into a land almost 
unknown, and totally barbarous, when the mighty con- 
queror flourished in the zenith of power and victory. 

** Unus Pellaeo juveni non sufficit orbis, 
iEstuat infelix angusto limite muudi, 
Ut Gyarse clausus scopulis, parv&que Seripho, 
Cum tamen a figulis mmiitam iutraverit urbem 
Sarcophago contenttls erit. Mors sola fatetur 
Quantula sunt hominum corpuscula." 

Juvenal. 

*' One world sufficed not Alexander's mind, 
Coop'd up he secm'd in earth, in seas confiu'd. 
And stiiiggling stretch'd his restless limbs about 
The narrow world, to find a passage out. — 
Yet, enter'd in the brick-built town, he tried 
The tomb, and found the strait dSnensions wide." 

Dryden. 



* Brought from Alexandria, where it had been used by the Turks as 
a bath, and now in the British Museum. 
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The recollection of these lines, and the inght of the 
Sarcophagus, remind us of the power of Death and Time, 
over all that is perii^hable. Yet we still flatter ourselves 
that Fame is everlasting ; > that although death has re- 
duced the hero to dust, and time has dispersed his re* 
mains over the desert, yet his fame has hved unimpaired 
through two thousand years, and his dee^s are still fresh 
in the recollection of mankind. How different a lesson 
do we receive in the tomb of the once great and renowned, 
but now unknown and forgotten, Psammis ! Here paints 
ings, the most perishable of the works of man, have been 
preserved for ages after ages. But the slow and never- 
faiUng scythe of Time has swept the brazen letters of 
fame from the tablets of memory. This is more than^ 
we are used to ; we are not accustomed to see posthu- 
mous fame — that '' nwnumentum are perennius,** upon 
which the great rely,'' and which the ambitious are so 
eager to acquire, — yielding in durability to the fading 
colours of the painter. 

The Monarch, for whose mimuny this mausoleum was 
excavated, seems to have been a pretender to the palm 
of renown, and to have sought it by those means which 
usually accomplish their end. By the magnificence of 
his sepulchre he appears to havebeai a mighty sovereign ; 
and by his triumphs which are there recorded, one of 
those scourges of the earth, conquerors ; — and apparently 
a great one : for that his conquests extended over all the 
neighbouring natioils appears evident. Three different 
races of men are painted as his captives on the walls of 
his tomb ; the white, the ^Ethiopian, and the tawny Afri- 
can. Farther than this we know nothing : he may, for 
aught we know, have counterbalanced this evil part of 
his character by other virtues ; he may have been the 
father of his people, -when the fit of war, which prompted 
him to sacrifice their blood to his ambition, was ov4 
he may have been generous and merciful to his 
duished enemies; he reigned in a country whence 
the first dawn of the arts and sciences, — ^he may 
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encouraged them, and contributed to the civilization, 
and consequently to the happiness, of mankind. On the 
other hand, he may have been a tyrant over his subjects, 
inhuman and unmerciful to his enemies ; the pestilence 
of his tyranny may have bli&^hted the infant arts, and 
the storm of war and devastation may, during his reign, 
have darkened the glimmering beams of civilization un« 
der its cloud of blood. That he was powerful and re- 
nowned is all that his tomb proves to us. His name 
may have been coupled with curses or benedictions. His 
contemporaries relied upon posterity either to reward his 
virtues with praise, or punish his vices with an eternal 
stigma: Posterity has forgotten him. Time has poured 
the tide of oblivion over his actions; his virtues or crimes 
are as completely hidden from our knowledge, by the 
veil of centuries, as the once fertile soil, over which he 
reigned, is concealed from our sight by its eternal sands. 
While it wounds human vamty to reflect upon this 
total oblivion into which the great of the species have 
sunk, it is a consolation, and a great one, to And that 
the subject immediately before our eyes was a conquer- 
ing Monarch. It may console those who have suffered 
from these licensed depredators, that the oppressors may 
be disappointed in their hopes of immortal fame, the 
prize for which they have sacrificed the lives and happi- 
ness of mankind entrusted to their care; and it holds 
out a warning to others not to follow that path which 
Kjias hitherto been considered a royal road to immortality. 
When ambition, heated and nursed by flattery, reminds 
royal youth of the fame of a Cyrus, an Alexander, or a 
Napoleon, let cold truth interpose, and tell the tale of 
Psammis; that he was great, victorious, triumphant, 
and-r- forgotten'. 

It is not from man that we are to hope for immorta- 
lity. To all that mortals project, undertake, qt accom- 
l^sh, there is a sure, though not fixed, termination. 
The actions and greatness of man will *be veiled by a 
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never-failing oblivion, whose advance seems protracted, 
when compared with human life; yet but an instant, 
when compared with eternity. If we have acquired 
fame at the expense of virtue, we may gaze upon the 
drop of time which Is our own with the false pleasure of 
vamty ; but we dare not turn our eyes towards the ocean 
into which that drop has fallen. The only real immor- 
tality for which we can hope, or to which, we have cou- 
rage to look forward, is that which is prepared by the 
Deity, as an inestimable reward for a well-spent life; 

A. L. B. 
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•" Whose conceit 



Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 

To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 

'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scafTold^e." 

Shakspeare. 

I HAVE got a pair of old Boots. 

I bought them at Exeter last Summer, and they with- 
stood all the malice of Devonshire paviors in a most in- 
conceivable style. The leather was of a most Editorial 
consistency, and the sole resembled a Quarto. It was in 
them that I revisited the desolate habitation of my in- 
fancy ; it was their heavy chan^ng sound which echoed 
throuffh those deserted apartments. It was in them, 
too, that I tottered upon the perilous summit of the 
Ness ; and it was in them that I got wet to the knees in 
the disagreeable tempest which waited upon the Dawlish 
Regatta. How many pleasant moments, how many 
dear friends, do they recall to my recollection ! It was 
with their ponderous solidity that I astonished the weak 
nerves of one, and trod upon the weak toes of another. 
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Every inch of them, old and emeriti as they are, is preg- 
nant with some dehghtful, some amiable sensation. It 
was in them that I excogitated the First Number of the 
Etonian. — They shaQ hve to look upon the last ! I can- 
not say they were ever very elegant in shape or texture. 
Like the senius of my friend Swinburne, they possessed 
more intrinsic strength than outward polish. They 
served me well, however,, and travelled with me to 
Town. 

I happened to put them on one wet morning in April. 
Whatever form or fashion they fonnerly boasted, was 
altogether extinct ; they were as shapeless as an unlicked 
cub, and as dusky as a cloud on a November morning. 
I beheld their fallen appearance with some dismay. " I 
shall be stared at ;'*^ I said, " I had better take them 
off!'' — ^but I thought of their former services, and resolved 
to keep them on. 

They had brought their plated heels from the country, 
and they made a confounded noise upon the pavement as 
I walked along. Ding, dong, they went at every step, 
as if I carried a belfry swung at my toes. " This is a 
disagreeable sort of accompaniment,^ I said; — " I had 
better dismiss the Musicians!^ Just at that moment 
ft young Baronet passed me, attended by a fine dog. 
The dog was in high spirits, and made rather too much 
noise for the contemplative mood of his master. " Si- 
lence, Caesar ! — be quiet, Caesar !"" — No, it was all in 
Vain, and Caesar was Icicked into the gutter. " That 
was cruel !'^ I said, " to dismiss an old servant, because 
he was a note too loud ! 1 think I will keep my Boots !" 
I walked in the Park with Grolightly. By the side of 
my stabile footcase his neat and dapper in3tep cut a pe- 
culiarly smart figure ; it was a Molossus tfite-a^tete with 
a Pyrrhic; an Etonian^s skiff moored along-side of a 
coal-barge. Golightly's meditations seemed to be of the 
^ same cast ; he once or twice turned his . eyes to the 
' ground, as I thought with no very complacent aspect. 
" My friends grow ashamed of me,^ I said to myself — 



6i 




OLD BOOTS. 19 

" I must part with my Boots !"" As I made up my mind 
to the sacrifice. Lady Eglantine met us, with her hus-' 
band. She was constantly looking another way, nodding 
familiarly to the young men she met, and endeavouring 
to convince the world how thoroughly she despised the 
lump of earth which she was obuged to drag after her. 
" Tnere is a woman,'' said Frederick, " who married Sir 
John for his money, and has not the sense to appear con- 
tented with the bargain she has made. What can be 
more silly than to look down thus upon a man of ster- 
ling worth, because he happened to be bom a hundred 
miles from the Metropolis?'' — "What can be more silly ?" 
I repeated inwardly;—" I will never look down on my 
Boots again!" 

We continued our walk, and Golightly began his 
usual course of strictures upon the place and the com- 
pany. Hurried away by the constant flow of jest and 
wildness with which he embellishes his sketches, I soon 
forgot both the Boots, which had been the theme of my 
reflections, and the moral lessons which the subject had 
produced. There was an awkward stone in tne way! 
Oh! my unfortunate heels! I broke down terribly, and 
was very near bringing my companion after me. I rose, 
and went on in great dudgeon. ** This will never do," 
I muttered; "this will never do! .1 must positively 
cashier my Boots!" I looked up; — an interesting girl 
was passing, leaning on the arm of a young man, whose 
{ace I thought I reco^sed. She looKed pale and fee- 
ble ; and, when my fnend bowed to her with unusual at- 
tention, she seemed embarrassed by the civility. " That 
is Anna Leith," said Golightly; " she made an impru- 
dent match with that young man about a year^ago, and 
her father has refused to see her ever since. Poor girl I 
she is in a rapid decline, and the remedies of her physi- 
dans have no efiPect upon a broken spirit. — I would never 
cast off a beloved object for a single false step! — ^" 

" I will keep my fioots," I exclaimed, — " though they 
make a thousand!" P. C. 
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SONG TO THE SPRING BREEZE. 

' Oh ! Spirit of the Breeze, 

Who singest in the trees, 
Making low music, while the young leaves dance ; 

Unveil, unveil to me 

Thy beauty silently. 
Let me thy bright eyes view, and dovelike countenance. 

Oft doth my Fancy's eye 

The Kaiads fair espy. 
Silently floating down some heaving stream ; 

And glisten as it sees 

The green-rob'd Dryades, 
Or Oreads dancing nightly by their Queen's pale beam. 

And I, on nights of June, 

Have watch'd, beneath the Moon, 
The gambols quaint of many a gamesome Fay, 

Around the tiny throne 

Of mirthful Oberon, 
And his capricious Queen, proud-eyed Titania. 

But, Spirit of the Breeze, 

Whose noonday, melodies. 
And fragrant breath, soothe me so tenderly ; 

In vain I strive to view 

Thy form's celestial hue. 
Too shadowy a dream art thou to flit o'er Fancy's eye. 

Or art thou but a sound, • 

In fragrance floating round. 
The whisper of some rural Deity ; 

Who, stretch'd in grotto calm. 

With breath of purest balm. 
Is warbling to the Nymph's delicious minstrelsy ? 

Oh ! happy wandering thing. 
Thus bearing on tliy wing 
Refreshing coolness, fragrance, and sweet sound ; 
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How calmly dost thou stray 
Through groves and meadows gay, 
Still catching, as thou glidest on, new freshness from the 

ground. 

Thou hreathest on my hrow, 

I feel thy kisses now. 
Thy cooling kisses : — but what charm was this ? 

For oh ! those kisses bore 

A joy unfelt before, 
A momentary, strange, imaginlitive bliss. 

From my distempered brain * 

Thou didst call up|a train 
Of recollections sweet, which long had slept ; 

Almost before my ?eyes 

I saw dear forms arise. 
And cherished thoughts and feelings from their deep cells 

crept. 

Whence was this wondrous spell ? 

Thou sweet-voiced Spirit tell — 
Oh ! com*st thou from mine own Salopian hills ? 

Their freshness dost thou bring, 

Thou blessed gale of Spring, 
With soothing charms to win me from my dream of ills ? 

Oh ! there did lurk beneath 

The fragrance of thy breath 
A dim emotion of remember*d joy ; 

And in thy voice I heard 

Tones that my spirit stirr*d, 
The kindly tones that spoke to me, and cheered me when 

a boy. 

Hast thou not wandering been 

Amid those valleys green. 
Which bear the light print of my lov*d one's feet; 

And as thou glidedst by. 

Caught her most holy sigh ? 
I felt, I felt its fragrance in thy kiss so sweet. 
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And hast thou not stray'd o*er 

Sabrina's grassy shore, 
Sweetening thy cool breath with her springing flowers ; 

And pass'd the cot where dwell 

They whom I love so well, 
Beneath their arching trees, and honeysuckle bowers ? 

Bear'st thou not thence along 

My dark-brow'd sister's song, 
Her song so potent gentle hearts to move ; 

Whose sweet and maiden tone, 

Perchance hath sweeter grown, 
Now blended with the quiet sighs and tender notes of love ? 

Or shCf the mild-ey'd maid. 
Perchance by moonlight stray'd, 

Quietly gazing at the silent sky ; 

When thou didst catch her thought, 
With such calm rapture fraught. 

To breathe it o'er my weary soul, deliciously. 

Oh ! thou hast nought to do 

Upon the ocean blue, 
Filling with busy breath the mariner's sails ; 

No worldly dull employment. 

Thou bodyless enjoyinent, 
Is thine, nor aught hast thou to do with wild and 

warring gales. 

But peacefully thou roamest. 

And wheresoe'er thou comest, 
Breathest around the freshness of the skies ; 

And on our hearts dost fling. 

From thy enchanted wing, 
Remembrances of absent love, calm thoughts, and happy 

sighs. 

I know that thou art come 
From my far-distant home. 
And thy calm brcatlungs tell what peace is there ; 
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But, gentle, say, returning. 
Say not my soul is burning 
With disappointment's bitter sting and comfortless despair. 

Say that my spirit knows 

Sweet moments of repose ; ^ 

That dear and happy musings still are mine ; 

That Hope's bright dreams are flown. 

But many a lingering tone 
Of Memory's music lulls me yet to ecstacies divine. 

Juan. 



CAERNARVON CASTLE. 

Emblem of Cambria's bondage ! loftiest pile ! 

That rear'st thy head above the Menai's roar ; 
And look'st with frowning aspect on yon isle — 

The Druids' sacred haunt in days of yore — 
Can thy proud battlements, thy castled height. 
Checking each manly thought, each feeling bright, 
Grant to the despot, in his power elate, 
Requital for an injured people's hate? 

Oppression's strong resistless hand first traced 
Thy firm foundation on the sea-girt plain ; 

And each rude stone upon its bosom placed, 
Added a link to Cambria's lengthening chain. 

Where is thy former greatness ? where the pow'r 

Which menaced vengeance from thine ancient tow'r ? 

Where is the might which freebom souls enthrall'd? 

And e'en Llewellyn's bravest bands appall'd ? 

Faded are now thy glories! nought is lefl 
Of gilded pomp, of pageant, or of pride ! 

Thou stand'st, of all dismantled and bereft, 
A lonely monument on Sciont's side ! 

Still art thou dignified ! majestic still ! 

And long thy fabric will an awe instil 

On minds subdued by Fancy's airy wand. 

Amidst thy ruins beautifully grand ! 



I 
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No banners on thine Eagle Turret wave, 

Plucked by a victor's hand from fields of blood ! 

Thy sturdy bulwarks now can only l)rave 
The dashing foam of Menai's angry flood. 

No beacon blazes with its guardian light 

From thy lone watch-tow'r. The approaching fight 

No longer with its martial din alarms, 

Nor calls thy hardy veterans to arms. 

While on thy shattered battlements I gaze, 

And mine eye wanders through thy vacant halls, 
My musing mind reverts to other days, 

' And all thy grandeur, all thy pomp recalls. 
There warriors bold have stalk'd in armour mail'd — 
There festive mirth and laughter have prevailed — 
There kings have ruled in majesty and pride — 
And courtly knights at Beauty's fe^t have sigh'd. 

Where o*er the moat the drawbridge once was seen, 

And ponderous gate on massive hinges stood, 
Through yonder portal, entered England's Queen, 

Pregnant with hapless Cambria's servitude. 
Alas ! poor Eleanor ! thy deepest throes 
Were more embitter'd by a nation's woes ; 
The pangs,' which in thy bosom thou didst nurse, 
Were made more poignant by a nation's curse. 

Hark! what wild shrieks from yonder lowly cell. 

Through stately halls and fretted galleries flow ; 
Resounding far with agonizing yell, 

From triple Snowdon's height to Penmaen's brow ; 
Deep in each soul hath sunk that groan of death, — 
The struggling effort of expiring breath ! 
Woe to their country ! at that fatal stroke 
The tuneful chord of Cambria's harp was broke. 

Insatiate monster ! could the hoary head 
Receive no reverence from heart like thine ? 

Was not the Royal Chief in fetters led, 
An ample victim at thine honour's shrine ? 
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Could'st thou not quench the spark of JPreedom*s flame, 
Which shed its lustre o'er the Camhrian name ; • 
Till ceased the note responsive to its criesi 
Rousing to vengeance for thy cruelties ? 

In those proud times, when Fortune's partial sun 
Illum'd thy stately structure with its ray, 

Full many a wretch, ere half his days were done. 
Has in thy donjon pined his hours away. 

Oil, amidst scenes of havoc, hast thou view*d 

The dire effects of rage and deadly feud ; 

Oft hast thou screen'd the murderer's guilty hand, 

And shelter'd in thy walls the robber's band. 

Now that thy power is gone, thy greatness fled. 

Around thy turrets fearlessly I rove ; 
And the calm stillness from thy ruins shed. 

Enters my soul, and melts tny heart to love. 
Happy amidst such scenes I could reside. 
Nor heed the waves of Fortune's adverse tide ; 
Were Ellen's sparkling eyes and image here. 
To glad my spirits, and my heart to cheer. ' 

F.J. 



ON THE DIVINITIES OF THE ANCIENTS. 

^o a person inquiring into the maimers and customs 
uicient nations, the religion which they professed, 
the gods which they worshipped, will always appear 
icts of the greatest curiosity. And this will not be 
dered at when we remember how intimately the 
^on of a state must necessarily be connected with its 
. poUcy. In former times, when ignorance and su- 
ction flourished, side by side, the aid of a Divimty 
required for the carrying into eflcct of the most 
>lous designs. No poem could succeed until the 
^s were called upon in a well-rounded hexameter ; 

DL. III. c 
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no war could prosper until Mars was propitiated by a 
sufficiency of roast beef. The ancients appear to have 
had some faint idea of the ubiquity of the Deity ; but 
not comprehending how such a faculty had been vested 
in a single Divimty, they formed to themselves a set of 
superior powers, calculated to attend upon every emer- 
gency, from Jupiter the god of thunder, to Tussis the 
god of coughing. It is therefore evident that the con- 
sideration of the religious ideas of the ancients must be 
insjfeparably united with the study of the other parts of 
their history. 

In the remarks which I am about to make upon this 
subject, I must request that one or two preliminaries 
may be kept in mind. First, that the characters of the 
constant supporters of " The Etonian"" riiay not be im- 
plicated in the blunders of an occiisional correspondent ; 
and, secdndly, that I may not be understood as endea^ 
vouring to compose a regular essay or treatise upon the 
topic which is before me. I have no more the mclina- 
tion than I liave the ability to attempt such a task. The 
observations which I shall have o^^casion to make, will 
be merely the unripe fruit of an hour of leisure ; merely 
a few unconnected hints, thrown out at random for your 
amusement, Mr; Editor, and that of my fellow-citizens. 
If they are pleased with them, they will thank me, and 
I am sufficiently repaid : if not-^nHmporte ; — they will 
at least give me credit for good intentions. 

The first point which I shall notice is the opinion 
ifhich the ancients entertained of the power and autho- 
rity of their heavenly rulers. And as the study of 
fallen religions is principally useful as it shows to us the 
superiority of that religion which can never fall, let us 
first see upon what footing Christianity stands in this 
respect, in my eyes, and m the eyes of every one upon 
whom the light of revelation has dawned, the mention 
of a God presupposes an idea of infinite, irresistible, 
indisputable power. One cannot form the most remote 
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ption of a Deity, whose powers or existence should 
any way limited. One of the distinguishing attri- 
i or Christianity is, that with its God nothing is 
ssible. He is omniscient, omnipresent, omnipotent, 
we say the same of the gods of the heathen — " the 
of wood and stone, the work of men^s hands ?^ 
as! alas! — they raised ghosts, and they raised 
ests ; they scolded, and they thundered ; they drank 
ir, and drove doves : but when any thing serious 
to be done, — ^when a battle was to be decided, or an 
re overthrown, they were frequently as powerless to 
or to save as the sceptre which they wielded, or the 
1 which they bestrode. Let us call before us some 
le most formidable, and examine into their preten- 
I to Olympus. 

>me down, then, Jupiter, from •th'fe little pe- 
ll on which I have placed your plaister effigy ! 
e down, Father of men and Gods, counsel-giving, 
-thundering, cloud-compelling ! Come down, thou 

overthrowest the Titans and abusest thy wife ; 

who art so fond of the voice of prayer and the 
ce of hecatombs ; thou who hast so many epithets, 
so many sons ; thou who govemest Olympus, and 
test Bridewell ! Where are thy frowns and thy 
I ? thy muscles and thy sinews ? thy darts and thy 
ees ? Where are the looks which appal-^the Uows 
jh dctjBtroy ? Where is the unbroken chain— the 
liable vulture ? Where are the Cyclopes who forge 
lightiung, and the poets who forge tne Cyclopes? 
} ! Jupiter, amidst idl your terrors, in Heaven or on 
in feasting or in wratn, in poetry or in prose, thou 
; a quack, Jupiter, a most contemptible quack ; so 
rly destitute oi every thing that could ensure respect ; 
liserably deficient in every thing that could inspire 
; su<^ a pitiful compound of ignorance and know- 
[e, <rf strength and imbecility, of vanity and vice,— 
; if the days of thy sovereignty could return again^ — 

c2 
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if thou couldst again be fed upon sacrifice and flattery, 
I swear by thine own beard I would as soon be an Irus 
as a Jupiter. 

The truth is, that the reU^on of the ancients, as far 
as it can be collected from their writings, partook in no 
small degree of predestination. Yet it is enveloped in 
so much obscurity, that it is very difficult for us,— nay, 
it might have been very difficult for them, — to define, 
where the supremacy of Fate should stop, and the au- 
thority of the Gods commence. We find some un- 
f(»*tunate Divinity perpetually endeavouring to overthrow 
soine State which is destined to stand, or to destroy some 
Hero who is destined to Uve ; although the said Divinity 
has an innate perception that his struggles in either in- 
stance must eventually be fruitless. I know not that these 
ideas may be said to be founded solely on the marvellous 
fictions of the poets ; but, let me ask, would Diomedes 
have ever inflicted a wound upon Mars, if Homer had 
seen in Mars a formidable being ? or would Juno have 
ever strutted and stormed through the iEneid, if Virgil 
had cared a sixpence, for her displeasure ? When I see 
these liberties taken with the Gods in writing, I feel 
convinced that equal liberties will be taken with them in 
life; when I find an immortal and an invincible being 
knocked on the head or run through the belly at the 
mercy of a terrestrial wit, I naturally conclude that in 
the country where such a phenomenon takes place, few 
persons will boggle at a perjury from the apprehension of 
a thunderbolt. But this is not all ! — There seems to 
have existed an idea, that a time was approaching when 
the great ofi^spring of Saturn would be hurled down from 
the seat he occupied, and subjected to an ignominious 
destiny, if not to utter annihilation. This is one of the 
most singular and unaccountable points in their system 
of faith. Without going into discussions, to which I am 
nnequal, upon the origin and import of this notion, I 
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must express my surprise at the blindness of those who 
dressed up a figure, loaded with all these debilities, as 
their Supreme Power, and installed him in the seat of 
universal dominion. 

As I have been making allusions to the introduction of 
the Gods in the battles of the Epics, I shall proceed to 
say a few words upon the subject. The worthy gentry 
of Olympus, resembling men in their vices, their pas- 
sions, their liability to pain, and their dehght in carnage, 
made a very tolerable figure in a fair stand-up fight. 
Their characters could suffer very little from their 
making use of brazen arms, riding in wooden chariots, 
and wrestUng with antagonists of mere flesh and blood. 
Mars, to be sure, woula have done better if he had re- 
frained from howling ; and Juno would not have lost in 
dignity, if she had been a little more cautious in boxing 
the ears of Diana. But, upon the whole, these people 
are very good matter for the poet ; and I would as Uef 
meet them in an hexameter as in a temple. 

But it is a very different thing when the person of the 
only true God is to be introduced in a poem. A pigmy 
in poetry may trifle with the thunders of Jupiter; but 
a Hercules snould beware how he handles the terrors of 
Jehovah. A rhymer may talk what nonsense he pleases 
of a mythology which consists of fiction and tinsel ; but 
he should be afraid to touch upon a theme in which 
there is truth, and eternity, and power. It is for this 
reason that I cifli never read, without disgust, those 
passages of Tasso, in which the Divine agency is de- 
graded to the level of the machinery of the poem. 

When, however, the . description falls into the hands 
of one who is able to do justice to it, see how the glories 
of the Heathen Mythology sink before the eflulgence of 
the living God. Search the most celebrated descrip- 
tions of heathen writers ; and where, where, in the bright- 
est moments of inspiration, will you find a passage that 
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can for a moment be compared with that of the Psahn- 
ist: — 

" The earth trembled and quaked ; the veiy foundations of the hills 
shook, and were removed, because he was wrath. There went a smoke 
out in his presence, and a consuming fire out of his mouth, so that coals 
were kindled at it. He bowed the heavens also and came down, and it 
was dark under his feet. He rode upon the cheinibims and did fly : he 
came flying upon the wings of the wind. He made darkness his secret 
place ; his pavilion round about him, with dark water and thick clouds 
to cover him. At the brightness of his presence his clouds removed ; 
hailstones and coals of fire. The Lord also thundered out of Heaven, 
and ^e Highest gave his thunder ; hailstones and coals of fire. He sent 
out his arrows and scattered them ; he cast forth lightnings and destroyed 
Ihem. The springs of waters were seen, and the foundations of the 
round world were discovered, at thy chiding, O Lord, at the blasting of 
the breath of thy displeasure." 

When I look at the famous nod of Jupiter — 

'H, xcu xu«yci]cr<v Ix* i^pvfft vtvfft Kpovtwv, 
Afiipurtcu V apti '^euTou lirtp 'pwa-apTO avffxrof 
Kparog air' iBayaroio* /utyay Vi\i\t^iv OXu/<7rov— 

I have before me a distinct image of a handsome terrible- 
looking man, sitting on a throne, and shaking his head ; 
but when I read the passage which I have quoted above, 
I find no clear image represented ; I feel only a dark 
and undcfinable sensation of awe — a. consciousness of the 
presence of the Deity, visible, yet clothed with darkness 
a? with a veil. 

Look now at the terrible magnil^ence with which 
E^ekiel has overshadowed .the Almighty. After a gor- 
geous description of the attendant mmisters, he says : — 

*' And there was a voice from the firmament that was over their head.«, 
^ when they stood and had let down their wmgs. And above tlie firma- 
ment that was over their heads, was the likeness of a throne, as the ap- 
pearance of a sapphire stone, and upon the likeness of the throne was 
the likeness ai the appearance of a man upon it. And T saw as the co- 
lour of amber, as the appearance of fire round about within it, from the 
appearance of his loins even upward, and from the appearance of hi^ 
loins even downwaixl, [ saw as it were the appearance of firo, and it had 
brightness round about. As the appearance of the l)ow that is in the 
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cloud In the day of r^n, so was the appearance of the brightness i-ound 
about. This was the appearance of the likeness of the glory of the Lord. 
And when I saw it, I fell upon my face, and I heard a voice of one tliat 
spake." 

My quotations are running to a great length ; never- 
theless I cannot refrain from transcribing the splendid 
description of the Messiah, in wliich our own Milton has 
united the above two passages :— 

'* Forth rush'd with whirlwind sound 
The chariot of Paternal Deity, 

Flashing thick flames, wheel within wheel withdrawn, 
Itself instinct with spirit, but convoyed 
By four cherubick shapes, four faces each 
Had wondrous, as with stars their bodies all 
And wings were set with eyes, with eyes the wheels 
Of beril and careering fires between ; 
Over their heads a crystal firmament, 
Whereon a sapphire throne inlaid with pure 
Amber, and colours of the showery arch. 
He in celestial panoply all armed 
Of radiant Urim, work divinely wrought, 
Ascended ; at his right hand Victory ' 
Sate eagle- winged, beside him hung his bow 
And quiver, with tiiree-bolted thunder stored. 
And from about him fierce effusion roll'd 
Of smoke and bickering flame, and sparkles dii'e ; 
Attended with ten thousand thousand saints 
He onward came, far off his coming shone. 
And twenty thousand (I their number heard) , 
Chariots of God, Half on each hand were seen. 
He- on the wings of cherub rode sublime, 
On the crystalline sky in sapphire thron'd.*' 

After having transcribed three such passages as these, 
I am in no mind to return at present y^ the dirt artd 
filth of the Pagan superstition , and I shsdl hasten to a 
conclusion. 

I have been digressing from my original propositum, 
until at last I have left the Divinities of the Ancients, 
and set to work at proving that Homer and Virgil are 
far inferior to David, Ezekiel, and Milton, which after 
all is a very easy task, and not very new, I intended to 
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have made this a very learned paper, to have talked 
much of Egypt, a little of M. Belzoni, and several other 
matters, which I have not time to enumerate. Here, 
however, is the fruit of my labours ; I am too lazy, or 
too busy, to alter, or add, or erase ; in thus rambling 
througn five or six pages, instead of labouring through 
fifty, my time has been expended, I am sure, more 
pleasantly to myself, and I nope as agreeably to my 
readers. 

J. Harvey. 



STANZAS. 



Thou hast left us, dearest Spirit, and left us all alone, 

But thou thyself to glory and liberty art fiown ; 

And the song that tells thy virtues, and mourns thy early 

doom. 
Should be gentle as thy happy death, and peaceful as thy tomb. 

Thy place no longer knows thee beside the household hearth, 
We miss thee in our hour of woe, we miss thee in our mirth ; 
But the thought that thou wert one of us — that thou hast 

borne our name, 
Is more than we would part with for fortune or for fame. 

Thy dying gift of love, 'twas a light and slender token. 
And thy parting words of comfort were few and faintly spoken ; 
But memory must forsake us, and life itself decay, 
Ere those gifts shall lie forgotten, or those accents pass away. 

Farewell, our best and fairest ! a long, a proud farewell ! 
May those who love thee follow to the place where thou dost 

dwell — 
Like the lovely star that led from far the wanderers to th6ir God, 
May'st thou guide us in the pathway which thy feet in beauty 

trod. 

W. 
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HORiE PALUDAN J: ; 

OS, DROPS OF SEBWENTWATEK 

NO. ' III. 
MY SISTER. 

She sang — perchance to wile the hours, 

Or exercise her fairy powers ; 

She sang — I sat in silence by, 

And listened to her minstrelsy. 

I ask'd her not to wake the note 

Which I lov'd best, because I thought 

Choice and fore-purpose would destroy, 

Or mar at least, the freeborn joy ; 

Therefore I sate in silence by, 

And listen d to her minstrelsy. 

I took it, as a sweet thing sent 

By. nature, a stray gift, not meant 

For me, yet in fruition 

To all intents and ends my own ; 

And listened to it, e'en as I 

Would to the cliance-heard melody 

Of the stock-dove from his bower, 

Or lark from her aerial tour. 

C.L. 

lusiMell'htll, April I ylS2l. 
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MUSIC. 

Thanks for those soft and soothing numbers ! 
They've waked my dull heart from its slumbers ; 
And on the wings of thy sweet strain 
I soar to life and love again. 

By the spirit-thrilling sound 
My chained feelings are unbound ; 
Like streams from winter-frost set free, 
They leap and murmur joyously. 

Hail to thee. Music ! hail to thee ! 
Thou art the voice of Liberty ! 
— Swept in a flood of welcome tears, 
Th' encroaching present disappears ; 

And to the soul's entranced eyes 
In dim and ghostly beauty rise, 
As on the feign'd Elysian green, 
The forms of all things that have been. 

And thoughts and fancies, a sweet throng, 
That in the mind's dark corners long 
Slumber'd unseen, come forth to play, 
Like insects on a sunny dayt 

— Strange spell! yet wherefore seek to explore 
The wondrous source of Music's power. 
As children search the white rose through 
To find the secret of its hue ? 

No— Sages, vainly ye endeavour 
Mystery from life to sever ; 
Since man's best joys and loves are wrought 
From things he comprehendeth not ! 

G. M. 
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REMINISCENCES OF MY YOUTH. 

NO. II. ^ 

Admonitu locorum.— <^icero. 

It is the seventh day of my revisiting! The burst of 
almost painful affection which came over me as I first 
trod upon the scene of brighter hours, and the glow of 
heart and brow, which seemed like a resuscitation of 
feelings and passions that have long lain dormant in for* 
eetfumess — ^these have gradually died away: but there 
has succeeded, dearest spot, a mellowed fondness for 
you, which, were I to live an eternity with you, 
would remain through that eternity, unperishable. I 
now am delighted to muse upon the sweetness of those 
recollections, whoee overpowering throb I at first could 
hardly endure; and love to call up before me those ima- 
ginings, which at first rushed upon me with the over- 
whelming force of a cataract. I look around me! a 
spirit seems to be sitting on every house-top, lingering in 
every grove ; incidents in themselves the most humble, 
objects in themselves jhe most mean — ^like insects pre- 
served in amber — derive nobility and beauty from the 
colours which memory has thrown around them! 

There are associations in the names and the aspects 
of places, which it is impossible for us to restram or 
subdue. Who shall gaze upon the Capitol, and not 
think upon the Caesars.? Who shall roam round Stone- 
henge, and not shudder at the knife of the Druids.? 




imagination, but they are recalled in coloiu^ as constant 
and as vivid. How can I look upon your sports^ without 
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thinking of those who were my companions when I 
joined in them ? How can I Usten to the voice of your 
merrimentj without thinking of those from yrhom in other 
days it sprung ? 

Before me is the Tavern! the lapse of years has hardly 
bored an additional excavation in its dusky window-cur- 
tain, or borrowed a single shade from the boards of its 
faded sign. But its inmates have vanished ; their laugh- 
ter is no longer heard in their place; and the red' bnck 
wall of the Ship stands before me like the cemetery of 
their mirth, theu* wit, and their good-humour. In my 
youth I was wild, — ^blame me you that have never been 
so, — ^and I loved to mingle in this scene of rustic joviality, 
to Usten to the remarks of untutored simphcity, to envy 
those who had grown gray, untainted by the corruptions 
of " this great Babev and to feel how truly it was 
said, 



•** where ignorance is bliss. 



Tis folly to be wise.'* 

Many years ago I looked upon these boyish pursuits 
with an ^ye very diiferent from that which is now cast 
back towards them. Many years ago, I thought nothing 
disgraceful which was not incompatible with innocence in 
myself and charity towards my fellow-creatures; — what 
would you have.? — I have grown more prudent, — and I 
am not so happy. 

The great room of this humble building was the Curia 
of the village. In it the patriarchs of the place held 
their nightly sittings, and discussed ale and poUtics with 
unremitting assiduity. There was no inebriety, no tu- 
mult, no ill-mannered brutality in their sessions; every 
thing was conducted with the greatest order and tran- 
quillity; the old men assembled with all the gravity, with 
all the earnestness, perhaps with much of the wisdom, 
of great statesmen. Alas! ye profane ones, ye smile; 
ye look with contempt upon my rustic Curia, and my 
weather-beaten statesmen. And what are the great ones 
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►f this earth? Shall not the beings of a more exalted 
phere contemplate with equal scorn the wrangUngs of 
nore honoured senates ? You turn with disgust from 
he eloquence of a Huggins or a Muggins ! Look ye then 
;o the oratoiT of a Cicero, to the patriotism of a Brutus, 
>r, if you wiU, to the commanding energies of a Pitt and 
% Fox! Years roll on, and— what are they? 

However, call it a Curia, or a Club, or what ye will, 
custom had estabUshed in this mansion a meeting of all 
the wise heads and all the choice spirits of the hamlet. 
At first the members of it were very independent of all 
party considerations, and each was too conscious of his 
own individual merits, to become a hanger-on of any 
more important potentate; whatever subject was tabledf, 
whether it were the Holy AUiance or the Holy Church — 
the taste of the new tap, or the conduct of the new 
member,— every one said what he thought, and had no 
idea of bowing to the opinion of his neighbour. In 
process of time, however, this laudable spirit of liberty 
and equality began, as in other places, to decline. Some 
of the members became idle and complaisant, others 
waxed mighty and overbearing; until at last the Par- 
liament of became subservient to the will and 

wishes of a single ruler; and Jeremiah Snaggs took his 
place in my memorandum-book as the first Dictator. 

He had lived many years in the place, so that he was 
well known to most of its inhabitants, — to some too well. 
He had long enjoyed the oflice of collector of the taxes 

in and its neighbourhood, and had contrived to 

grow rich, as some whispered not by the most creditable 
methods. However that might be, 'he was rich, and as 
the patriarchal simpUcity of the spot decUned, many 
began to look with ill-concealed covetings upon the 
possessions of Jeremiah Snaggs. He had built to him- 
self a mansion by the road-side, with a small garden in 
front ; and there was a very extraordinary appendage to 
it, which excited much speculation among his unsophis- 
ticated contemporaries, and which he denominated a 



38 THE ETONIAN. 

Veranda. For some time he remained shut up in Im 
dtadel, and seemed to contemn the courtesies, and repel 
the approaches, of the inferior beings who moved 
aroundliim. Afterwards, however, he found the soli* 
tude of his home (for he was a bachelor) insupportable; 
and he emerged gradually from his retirement, and con- 
descended to join in the social assemblies of his neigh- 
bours. He joined them not as a fellow-citizen, but as a 
sovereign ; he came among them, not to brighten their 
festivity, but to chill then* good-humour ; his presence 
was not an assistance, but a restraint. Nevertheless, 
he was the great man of the place, and in a short time 
his word was law among its inhabitants. Whether the 
ascendancy was owing rather to the talents which he 
occasionally displayed, or to the dinners which heocca- 
sionally gave, I cannot say. Thomas the boat-builder, 
who till now had the credit of being a staunch Whig, 
and the boldness to avow it, drew in his horns; his 

Patriotism, his oratory, his zeal, shrank into nothing 
efore the fiat of the Tory Bashaw. He made indeed a 
violent opposition when Jeremiah proposed the intro- 
duction of port wine, in Ueu of the malt which had 
hitherto been the inspiration of their counsels ; and he 
was somewhat refractory, when the Dictator insisted 
' upon turning out the seats of the last generation, and 
introducing modem chairs. But upon both points the 
boat-builder was outvoted; and in obedience to Mr. 
Snaggs, the senators dozed upon nauseous port, and 
fidgeted upon cane bottoms, for the space of six years. 
Look now ! — you smile at the disputes of a Thomas and 
a Snaggs ! — yet why ? what is there of greater moment 
in those of a Londonderry and a Brougham ? 

A- period, however, was soon put to this terrible 
system of misrule : an old* favourite of the Hundred 
.returned from fighting his country's battles, in which 
occupation he had been perseveringly engaged for the 
last fourteen years. Sergeant Kernck was disgusted 
with the innovations of the day, and. set vigorously to 




REMINISCENCES OF MY YOUTH. 39 

r 

"work to drive them before him, as he expressed himself, 

at the point of the bayonet. The Sergeant was always 

a fine man, but he was now a cripple into the bargain ; 

he had always majestic black eyes, but he had now 

the additional advantage of having a cut over both ; 

he had always the two legs of Hercules, but how — 

glorious destiny ! — ^he had only one to stand upon. He 

was irreastible ! The Veranaa, the roast mutton, the 

will— all, all was forgotten. In a short time Snaggs was 

beat by unheard-of majorities ; — a week, — and the tide of 

Whitbread''s best was turned into its proper channel ; 

another, and the cane-bottoms were kicked ignominiously 

from the Parliament. Thomas the boat-builder, who 

had seceded in disappointment, was brought back in 

triumph ; the Dictator in vain attempted to check the 

progress of the revolution ; baffled, defeated, insulted 

eta all indes, he retired from the field in dismay, and died 

within a week afterwards from the falling of his Veranda. 

His death produced no sensation ; for it was evident that 

the man of war had been already installed in his place.. 

The Sergeant bore his faculties right meekly, and pro- 
moted the restoration of Tancien regime to the utmost of 
his alnlities. During his administration people began to 
talk with some httle degree of freedom, although at first 
they were much awed by the laurels and the scars of 
their President. They had a wondrous idea of the wis- 
dom he had attained upon his travels. How could they 
talk of politics in his presence ? Why, j^acious ! he had 
held the Emperor o' Russians stirrup at Petersburgh, and 
taken off his hat to the Pope o' Rome, — ay ! and caught 
a glimpse o^ Boney to boot. Then, as to religious mat- 
ters ! whj the Vicar was nothing to him : he had seen 
some nations that pray cros^legeed, and some that pray 
in the open air, and some that oonH pray at all ; and he 
had been to St. Peter's, and a place they call the Pan- 
theon, and all among the convents and nunneries, where 
they diut up young folk to make clergjnmen of them. 
It IS not surprinng that all this condensation of know- 
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ledge produced much veneration in the neighbourhood; 
it wore off, however, rapidly, and his companions b^an 
to enjoy the tales of his hardships, his privations, nis 
battles, and his triumphs, without any feeling of dis- 
tance or dissatisfaction. Enchanted by the stories he 
told, enchanted still more by the enthusiasm with which 
he told them, the Patres Conscripti began to despise th»r 
hitherto pacific habits ; they carried tneir sticks on th«r 
shoulders, instead of traihng them on the ground ; they 
longed 

" To follow to the field some warlike lord ;" 

ill of them began to look big, and one or two made some 
proficiency in swearing. By the edict of the Dictator, 
the biblical prints which were ranged round the chamber 
made room for coloured representations of Cressy and 
Agincourt ; and the table was moved into such a situa- 
tion as to give sufficient room for the manual exercise. 
The women of the village began to be frightened ; Mat- 
thew Lock, a fine young man of eighteen, ran away to be 
listed ; Mark Fender, a fine old man of eighty, lost an 
eye in learning parry tierce ; two able-bodied artisans 
caught an ague by countermarching in a shower ; appre- 
hensions of a miutary government began to be pretty 
general,— when suddenly the Dictator was taken off by 
an apoplexy. — Ibi omnis effusus labor! He died when 
the organization of the corps was just completed: he was 
carried to his final quarters in great state, and three pis- 
tols and a blunderbuss were fired over his grave. Why 
should we contemn his lowly sepulchre ? He died — and 
so did Alexander. 

The warlike Tullus was succeeded by the pacific 
Numa. Kerrick, the Serjeant, was succeeded by Nicho- 
las, the Clerk. The six months during which the pro- 
geny of Mars had held the reins of government, nad 
unsettled every thing ; the six weeks which saw Nicho- 
las in his stead set every thing in its place again. In 
the course of a few days it was discovered that drab wa» 
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a better colour than red, and that an oyster-knife was a 
prettier weapon than a bayonet. In this short reign the 
Magnates oi the place imbibed a strong* taste for litera^ 
ture and the arts. The blunderbuss was exchanged for 
the " Pilgriin''s Progress,^ and one of the pistols for the 
" Whole Duty of Man.''\ Nicholas himself was a man 
of con^derable acquirements ; he was the best reader in 
the place next to the Vicar, and by dint of much scraping 
and perseverance he had managed to fill two shelves with 
a heterogeneous confusion of ancient and modem lore. 
There was an odd volume of the " History of England,'' 
sundry ditto of Sermons, an account of " Anson's Voyage 
Round the World," and " The righte Pathe toe Welk- 
Doinge," by Greoffry Mixon. There was also a sage 
Treatise on Ghosts, Spectres, Apparitions, &c. which 
instigated me to various acts of atrocity, to which I 
shall presently allude. 

Nicholas had presided over the conclave for four 
months in uninterrupted tranquiUity, when an incident 
occurred which put the firmness of his character to the 
test. The Parliament had just finished their second jug 
one evening, and were beginning to think of an adjourn- 
ment, when alow rumbling noise, hke the echo of distant 
thunder, was heard, and in a moment afterwards the 
door, as it were spontaneously, flew open, and a spectre 
flew in. It is needless for me to describe the spectre : it 
was, selon regie, above the common height, with pale 
cheeks, hollow voice, and staring eyes. It advanced to 
the Dictator's chair, and moaned, in an audible murmur, 
" I am thine evil genius, Nicholas ! — thou shalt see me 
at church on Sunday." And then it immediately 
vanished, nobody knew how or where. Well indeed it 
might, for {e^ of the company were qualified to play the 
spy on its motions. The Clerk, however, is said to have 
kept his seat with great firmness ; and all avowed that 
they had followed his example. Howbeit, unless my 
memory fails me, there was a whisper that the saddler 
contrived to be looking under the table for a sixpence, 
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and the excisMnan'^s sooty appearance told dirty tales d 
the chunney. The Clerk was much importuned not to 
hazard himself in the church upon the fated Sabbath; 
but upon this point he was obstinate: it was finafly 
agreed to conceal the matter, and in the event of the 
apparition^s reappearance to set the Minister at him. 

On the Sunday, (for I suppose the reader is aware 
that I was intimately acquainted with the causes of the 
alarm) it was very amusing to watch the different faces 
of terror or expectation which appeared at public wor* 
ship, to mark the quivering hue on the sallow cheek of 
the exciseman, and listen to the querulous intonation of 
the clerk^s Amen. When at last the sermon was con- 
cluded, Nicholas gave his final twang in such a manner 
that to my ears it resembled an lo Paan. He rose from 
his knees with a countenance of such unmingled, im- 
repressed triumph, that I could no longer restrain my- 
self! — I laughed. Alas! dearly did I rue, unhappy 
wight, that freak of sacrilegious jocularity. 

" And is this all .?*" — See now ; you laugh at this de- 
ception, because a foolish boy was its instrument, and an 
honest clerk its victim. Have you not often pored, with 
romantic interest, upon tales of impostures equally 
gross ? Have you not read with horror the celebrated 
warning of Dion ? Have you not shuddered at " I am 
thine evil spirit, Brutus; thou shalt see me again at 
Philippi ?■" and yet 

, " What *s in a name ? 

* Nicholas' will raise a spirit as well as * Brutus/ " 

The Dictator's seat was soon after vacated. Ellen, 
the Vicar's daughter, had died some years before ; and her 
father, finding himself unable tp reconcile himself to the 
residence which she had so long endeared to him, pre- 

Stred to quit the village. It was supposed that poor 
icholas was overpowered by the misfortune of his 
patron : certain it is that he died very quietly one fine 
summer's evening, quite prepared for his end, and in the 
fullest possession of his faculties. He was followed to 
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his grave by as sincere a crowd of mourners as ever wept 
at a poor man^s obsequies. There is no urn, no column, 
no monumentid splendor where he sleeps ! But what of 
this ? Nicholas is dust — and so is Cheops. 

One more name Uves in^my recollection. The old 
Clerk bequeathed his liteary and his authority to his 
favourite, Arthur. Arthur ! — ^he had no other name. 
That of his father was unknown to him, and he was 
taken from life before his merits had earned one. He 
was a foundling. He had been left at the old Clerk^s 
door some years before I was bom ; and Nicholas had 
relieved the parish of the expense, and had educated him 
with all the attention of a father. I will not relate the 
whisper which went about at the time, nor the Whispers 
whicn succeeded aifterWards. Arthur grew in health and 
beauty, and was quite the pet of the neighbourhood ; he 
had talents too, which seemed designed for brighter 
days ; and patience, which made even his bitter lot en- 
durable. He used to write verses which were the ad- 
miration of the synod; and sang his hearers to sleep 
occasionally with all the good-nature imaginable. At 
last a critic of distinguished note, who was spending a 
few months near the hamlet, happened to get a sight of 
the boy's poetry, and took a fancy to him. He taught 
him to read and recite with feeling ; pointed out to him 
the beauties and the errors of the models which he put 
into his hands; and, on his departure, gave him the 
works of several of our modem worthies, and promised 
that he would not forget him. However, he aid forget 
him, or gave no symptoms of his remembrance. 

The old Clerk died, and Arthur felt alone in the 
world. Still he had many friends ; and when the first 
burst of his regret was over, comfortable prospects again 
began to dawn upon him. He again mingled in the 
society of the village ; and the Dictator''s chair in the 
diimney-comer, which had been vacated during this 
short interregnimi, was ^ven up to him cheerfully. He 
was beloved, esteemed, looked up to, by every one. 
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Another circumstance too, seemed likely to add to his 
happiness : he fixed his affections^ on a young woman, 
the daughter of an inhabitant of the place ; his passion 
was returned with interest, and the latter opposed no 
obstacle to its gratification. 

On a sudden his whole appearance and behaviour was 
altered. He seemed as ii awaking from a delightful 
dream ; nothing which he had loved or pursued appeared 
to have charms for him any longer. When he was 
questioned as to the cause of his depression, he hinted 
obscurely that ^' it was no matter ; the infamy which his 
parents nad heaped upon him he would bear alone ; he 
would entangle no one else in the misery which was and 
must be his own portion.'' This was all the explana- 
tion he gave ; but it was enough to show that he had 
given himself up to the dominion of a morbid sensibility, 
which must finally be his destruction. 

He ceased to lead, as he formerly was wont to do, the 
opinions and pursuits of his neighbours. They had 
always bowed to his criticisms, his logic, his lectures; 
but criticism, logic, and lectures, were now silent. He 
would sit in the chair of dignity hour after hour, and 
utter no word : sometimes, however, he would appear 
to shake oflF, with a painful struggle, the feelings which 
oppressed him, and would break out suddenly into 
flashes of a broad but irresistible humour, which Bums, 
in his brightest moments, could not have surpassed; 
and then he would relapse again into gloom and 
taciturnity. But his mind, thus kept in a state of 
continual a^tation and excitement, was sinking fast 
beneath it. The girl, too, whom he loved, was wretched 
through his refinement of passion. She believed her- 
self sughted, and her coldness aggravated his torments. 
This could not last ! — It did not. 

One day he did not make his appearance in the vil- 
lage. One of his friends, going to nis cottage, found 
the 'door fastened; and, upon calling, received no 




REMINISCENCES OF MY YOUTH. 45 

er. The neighbourhood became alarmed ; and 
al of his acquaintance searched in vain for him. 
ras not by the stream where he often sat in sohtude 
le noxious dew fell round him ; nor in the grove, 
e he used to Usten to the nightingales till fancy 

up the pauses in their songs ; nor by the window . 
e. ne would stand and gaze unconsciously tiU the 

of that dear face drove him from the scene 
ichantment. At last they forced open his door; 
itered with them. The poor youth was sitting 
3 writing-table, in. his old JPatron'^s arm-chair ; the 
seemed to have just ^fallen from his hand ; the ink 
3 nib was hardly dry ; but he was quite still, quite 
;, quite cold. 

Ls last thoughts seemed to have been spent upon the 
as which were. on the table before nim. I will 
cribe them, rather as an illustration of his story 
as a specimen of his talents. Some of the lines 
rise to a conjecture that he had been the author of 
►wn death, but nothing appeared to warrant the 
cion. • 

** I have a devil in my brain ! — 

He haunts me when I sleep, 
And points his finger at my pain, 

And will not let me weep : 
And ever, as he hears me groan, 
He says the cause is all my own. 

I shall be calm anon ! — I had 

A pleasant dream of bliss ; 
And now they tell me I am mad,-^ 

Why should I mourn for this ? 
My good, kind Parents ! — answer ye. 
For what I am, and am to be. 

Alas ! I have forgotten, dear, 

^Fhe pledging and the vow ; 
There is a falsehood in my tear, 

I do not love thee now : 
Or how could I endure to go. 
And look, and laugh, and leave thee so ? 
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Thou Shalt not come to my caress^ 

Thou sbalt not bear my name; 
Nor sorrow in my wretchedness. 

Nor wither in my shame ; 
Mine is the misery and the moan, 
And I will die — ^but die alone!" 

Him too I saw carried to his narrow dwelling-pla(». 
In his latter days he had been regarded by his compainons 
with a kind of superstitious awe; and, as his cc^n fell 
with its solemn, reverberating sound, into its allotted 
space, the bearers looked upon each other with an ex- 

Eression of conscious mystery, and many shook their 
eads in silence. I Hngered round the spot when they 
departed, and planted a rose upon his humble mound. 

I was to leave the village the next day in order to fix 
my abode among the haunts of busy men. In the evening, 
feeling a melancholy which I could not shake off, I took 
up my hat and wandered towards the churchyard. From 
a distance I perceived a bright and delicate figure hastily 
retiring from my ^proach. I leaned over the remains 
df the kind, the enthusiastic, the affectionate ! * The rose 
which I had planted there ghstened beneath the moon :— 
it was not the dew ; — it was something more clear, more 
precious : — it was one beautiful tear ! I had rather have 
such a tear on my grave than a pyramid of marble. 

W. M. P. 



STANZAS. 

Nay, let us hope ! it is not vain — 

Though many and many a joy be flown : 

Sublimer blessings yet remain — 
A few rich hearts are still our own ; 

A few, a very few, whose love 

Nor fate nor years from us can sever ; 

And guiding light from Heaven above*; 
And Time, that smiles on firm endeavour. 
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There is a manliness in hope, 

It sets the exorcis'd spirit free 
To burst the present's cloudy cope, 

And breathe in clear futurity. 

There, pure from grief, and sin, and toil, 

That shade the sky of passing time, 
Lies a new world — an untrod soil — 

A shadowy E^en, still in prime. 

There, all we honoured, all we lov'd, 
More fair, more glorious still appears ; 

And hopes are crown'd ; and faith approved ; 
And- peace smiles calm on moonlight years. 

And if, 'mid that delicious trance, 
' We waste one thought on present sorrow, 
Its memory serves but to enhance 
The blissful vision of to-morrow. 

As when the shadowy Good repose, 

Lapt on the green Elysian plain«- 
And dream awhile of earthly woes, 

To wake in Heaven more blest again ! 

G. M. 



ON TRUE FRIENDSHIP. 

'' Infido scurrse distabit amicus.'* — Horace. 

'ow very seldom do we find any one who has a relish 
•eal Friendship — who can set a due value upon its 
*obation, and pay a due regard to its censures ! Adu- 
n Uves, and pleases ; Truth dies, and is forgotten, 
flattery of the fool is always pungent and dehcious ; 
rebuke of the wise is ever irksome and hateful, 
srefore, then, do we accuse the Fates when they 
hold from us the blessings of friendship, if we our- 
» have not the capacity tor enjoying them? 



48 THE ETONIAN. 

Schah Sultan Hossein, says an old Persian fable, had 
two favourites. Mahamooia was very designing and , 
smooth-tongued; Selim was very open and plain-spoken. I 
After a space, the intrigues of Mahamood had tne up. 
per hand, and Selim was banished from the court; Thoi 
Zobeide, the mother of the Sultanas mother, a wise wo- 
man, and one learned in all the learning of the Peraans, 
stood before the throne, and spoke thus:— 

" When I was young I was said to be beautiM 
Upon one occasion, a great fSte was to be given. The 
handmaids dressed my hair in an inner apartment. 
^ Look,^ said one, * how bright are her eyes!' ' What a 
complexion,** said another, * is upon her cheeks ! ' * What 
sweetness,' cried a third, * in her voice!' I grew sick of 
all this adulation. I sent my woman from me, and com- 
plained to myself bitterly. * Why have I not,' I cried, 

* some friend on whom I can rely; who will tell me with 
sincerity when the roses on my cheeks begin to fade, and 
the darkness of my eyebrows to want colouring ? But 
alas ! this is impossible,' 

" As I spoke, a beneficent Genius rose from the 
ground before me. * I have brought thee,' he said, 

* what thou didst require : thou shalt no longer have oc- 
casion to reproach the Prophet for denying thee that 
which, if granted, thou wouldst thyself destroy.' So say- 
ing, he held forth to me a small locket, and disappeared. 

" I opened it impatiently. It contained a small plate, 
in shape like a horseman's shield, but so bright that the 
brightness of twenty shields would be dim before it: I 
looked, and beheld every charm upon which I valued my- 
self reflected upon its surface. * Delightful McHiitor!' 
I exclaimed, * thou shalt ever be my companion; in thee 
X may safely confide; thou art not mercenary, nor 
diangeable; thou wilt always speak to me the truth — 9S 
thou dost now!' and I kissed its polish exultingly, and 
hastened to the f&te. 

" Something happened to ruffle my temper, and I re- 
turned to the palace out of humour with myself and the 
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world. I took up my treasure. Heavens ! what a change 
was there! my eyes were red with weeping — my lips 
distorted with vexation. My beauty was changea into 
deformity — my dimples were converted into frowns. 
* Liar !' I cried, in a frenzy of passion, * what meanest 
thou by this insolence ? art thou not in my power, and 
dost thou provoke me to wrath.?* I dashed my monitor 
to the earth, and went in search of the consolation of my 
flatterers!'' 

Zobeide here ceased. I know not whether the reader 
will comprehend the appKcation of her narrative. The 
Sultian did, — afid SeUm was recalled. 

M. Sterling. 



LETTERS FROM OXFORD. 

MO. II. 
TO PEREGRINE COURTENAY, £S<1. 

M College^ Monday Evening, . 

MT D£AR editor. 

Here I am, on my first introduction to Alma Mater^ 
no longer the Eton Boy, but the Oxford Man. I shall 
not attempt to describe to you the various speculations 
which floated around me, as the Defiance bowled along 
the Henlejr road , or embody in words the agitating sen- 
sations which I felt on descending the heigfats in the 
neighbourhood of Oxford. They commanded a panora- 
nuc view of those turrets which were to be the future 
scene of all my hopes and fears; and, a^ I caught the 
first glance of Academus^ peeping from between the ehh 
groves in which she appears from this quarter to be em- 
howared, it was but likely that cCTtain suggestions of 
doubt and anxiety should intrude themselves into the 
company of those high aspirations in which I was in- 

VOL. Ill, D 
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dulging. Of course, amid the bustle of this new WoiU, IP 
I have little time for argumentative dissertationa, wl rJ| 
tjierefore you must expect nothing but plain unvan#id 1^ 
facts from this communication. Immraiately on my ir- 1" 
rival, I put myself under the protection of our esteoned ""^ 
friend, RoBEax Sterling, who has sot a schohunbip 
with an odd name at this College. Luckuy I found him ■ 
his rooms; and I need hardly mention that he recemd 
me with the ^eatest kindness. His hospitality, we il 
know, is rather of the rough sort; ana he made ne 
swallow a pint of wine at noonday, by way of du?^ 
my throat, as he called it, before he would suflbr me to 
enter upon business. In the meanwhile he plied me wiA 
inquiries after the welfare of the Club, and the pro- 
spects for next Number ; and congratulated me on die 
respectable name which the Publication had secured it- 
self at both Universities. He enumerated the sodetiei 
who took it in, and ran over the various remarks and 
morceaux of criticism he had occasionally picked i^ at 
Jubber'^s (the Oxford Layton) and our Publisher^; 
till at last I took advantage of a pause to ask his direc- 
tions as to my proceedings on the subject of entaring 
myself as a member of the University. I never 
snell forget the chop-fallen look which he gave me 
in answer. When he began to mutter about Oriel, 
Brazen-Nose, &c. &c. ; that he had been endeavouring 
to get a relation's name upon the books of these CoUegef^ 
anoL had been told that they were full, overflowiMy 
full, for years to jcome ; I quickly eased him \vpcm um 
vubj^t, by informing him that I had been for some time 
enrolled upon the list of his own foundation, and had 
received orders to come up to enter myself. SterBnff 
upon this brightened up, and I was forthwith directed 
to call upon the Tutor, and make known my arrival. 
Judge of the palpitating heart with which I tapped at 
the door. I had never felt so awkwardly, even while 
waijing in'Lf&rary, when I knew I had incurred the 
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^ of a flogging. If I had in fact formed any idea 

person of my future instructor, it must have 

much of the following character : — a ^raxe, sober- 

L personage, with deep mathematical furrows 
s forehead, sunken eyes, snufiy nose, and seated 
B within a huge arm-chair. What was my sur- 
X} find Mr. Jackson a decided contrast to my 
Eea/. A Uttle smart figure, agile, a very rival of 
rpetuum mobile^ was cordially glad to see me, 
hands heartily, pointed to a chair, poked the fire 
n times, and then assumed the tutor, — " I have 
»t confidence,^ says he, ^^ in the high reputation 
Eton has secured to herself, to be satisfied that 
« perfectly qualified for admittance into our so- 

however, you know, Mr. Le Blanc, forms must 
Dended to. What books have you been lately 
g?" — I modestly named a few of our school 
B ; but Mr. J. interrupted me by haranguing so 
y about i£!schylus, Pindar, and some other 
rs, that I began to tremble in my shoes at the 
ict of a severe examination. All this ended in a 
r being handed me, and I was requested to con- 
me of the easiest passages in the Iliad, and then 
ed as difiicult a task in the iEneid. I was next 
1 a paragraf^ of monkish Latin from a Uttle white 
which I found to contain extracts from the Uni- 
f Statutes; and, on the close of my recitative, 
. skipped out of the room, and I was left to my 
leditations. I employed the interval in amusing 
f with the duodecimo I held in my hand ; and I 
ned to faU upon some passages which put me in 

of certain mdividuals of our Club, for whose 
ition I make bold to extract them. 

^OR MR. GOLIGHTLY. 

atntum est, qtiod Scholares per dvitatem ejusq. suburbia otiosi 
Ambolent ; neque in plateis, aut publico foro, seu in quadriviis, 
^ern^lm Bench, ut vulgo vocant,). aut s^[>ud oppidanorum officina&i 
y aut commorantes conspiciantur." 

d2 
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FOR SIR T. NEURIT. 



'< Statutum est, quod Scholares a dWenoriis, cauponis, oenopoffii, kpi^ 
domibus quibuscuuque intra dvitatem, vel pnednctum UiiivenHidi,li|7 
quibus vinum, aut quiris aliiu* potus, autherbaNicotiana (8iverotoeh)|^' 
orduiarie veudltur, abstiueaut." 



FOR MR. COURTENAT. 



*' Si quis ali(iuid ^ripto compoRuerit, unde alicai sestimaHo et tel% 
Ixdi possit, vel aliquid a se lectum, vel ab alio recitante aaditiim,ad?iBi 
Caiic. protinuM hand detulerit, vel quoquo modo in Valgus spanerittf 
disHcmlnayerit, tauquam pads perturbator banuiator." 

In a few minutes Mr. J. returned, and I was huinel 
to the Warden's, who, I was given to understand,, aetel 
as Fro-Vice-Chancellor during the absence of that & 
nitary. There are some few characters, whose nuU. 
address and amiable manners make such a favourabk 
impression upon our feelings, even at a first introduc- 
tion, particularly when we are in the company of entiie 
strangers, that the affections, whidi, like Noah^s dmre^ 
have for some time been looking out with eamestnes 
to find a resting-place, eagerly hasten to repose in fill 
confidence in an asylum thus seemingly opened to tfaar 
approaches. And when sentiments oi respect aftf 
blended with those of a kinder nature, the conquest is 
complete, the spell irresistible. Such was the charact^ 
now before me — a happy union of condescending affib* 
bility and graceful dignity, in which the contrasted 
qualities were so nicely counterbalanced by each other^s 
influence, that the evil effects arising from either of them 
when in a state of celibacy were completely avoided 
The presence of Dr. James did not impose that de- 
ference which bears so strong a tincture of servility when 
paid by an inferior, . and yet it was impossible to dq;e- 
nerate into a licentious freedom of behaviour from a 
presumption of indulgence. His latitudinaiian prin- 
ciples of liberality had nothing of weakness in them; 
and no man ever understood so well, or practised with 
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cli success, yet without ostentation, the " Thus far 
alt thou go and no farther.**^ 

I am in^bted to my friend Sterling for the last obser- 
Ltions I have ventured to give you, for of course they 
quired a more mature judgment than I was capable of 
^elxdsing. And yet, as I gazed upon the person whom 
i¥as thus introduced to, though pale and emaciated 
om the ravages of a long illness, I could easily discern 
le existence of those characteristics I have described, 
id which had neither been soured by the irritation, nor 
xfeebled by the wearisomeness, of his sufferings. 

Having displayed my proficiency in classical know- 
dee by the repetition of the same passages in Homer 
Da Virgil whicti I read in the Tutor^s room, I was di- 
ected to subscribe my name in a large folio Album. 
CTiis proved to contain the Thirty-nine Articles, which, 
y the by, I had never read. My predicament was an 
wkward one ; but it was too late for hesitation, and I 
alved my conscience by the same device which I have 
\o doubt ninety-nine out of the hundred have done 
lefore mie, — I lyqmMwi myself to beUeve every iota 
rhen I had reM tfiem. The remainder of this formal 
mtiation was soon despatched. I separately abjured 
he damnable doctrines of the Pope, swore alle^ance to 
lie King, and vowed to preserve the statutes and pri- 
rileges of the society I was then admitted into. 

When I had disduurged the appointed fees, I thouj^ht 
the business was at! over ; but I was now honoured with 
El closet audience by the Tutor. We arranged the plan 
of future study, and then followed a few hints of general 
utility. I could not help smiling, when, among the die- 
taries whom I was bound to make obeisance to by capping 
whenever I met them, Mr. Jackson'^s catalogue included 
his all-important self in the number. At last, however, 
I was dismissed; and, on returning to my friend Ster- 
ling, he bade me prepare for dinner m Hall, and hoped 
I would not be annoyed by an opportunity of meeting 
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some of my future associates at a wine party in tiie 
evening. As this letter has already exceeded ail reason- 
able limits, I shall reserve the account of this convivial 
meeting for a future communication. At present believe 
me to remain 

Your attached friend, 

And his Majesty^s loyal subject, 

Allen Le Blanc. 

P. S. I shall be back in time for the next Club cby. 
I shall make a great point of regular attendance till the 
vacation, when I take my find leave of you and the 
School, as I am promised rooms in College by that time. 



NO. II. 



March 20 — Tuesday Morning. 

Do not, my dear Courtenay, be surprised at the nmi-* 
dity with which my second epistle has followed upcm tfie 
footsteps of its predecessor. Those who will call im to 
their remembrance the time when they were first enrolled 
among the alumni of Eton, and found themselves sur* 
rounded by the strange novelties of a difi*erent creaticm 
from what they had been heretofore accustomed to, — 
these, I say, will best sympathize with the feelings which 
yearn to ^are, with some dear confident, that super- 
abundance of fresh knowledge, that comes in faster tnan 
the digestive faculties can well manage to secrete it. 

I promised to send you an account of the delightful 
evenmg which I spent in the society of Sterling, and 
some friends whom I found he had invited on purpose to 
meet me. But before I enter upon a description of the 
incidents of the meeting, and attempt to ^ve you a faint 
idea ol the conversational powers which were there dis- 
played, I shall beg leave to introduce you to a few of 
•the characters of which the party consisted, as near a( 
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ossible in the words of my good host, whom I persuaded 
> favour me with this detail, on the company breaking 
p. The tete-^-^ete^ as you may well imagine, was pro- 
3nsed to a late hour. 

I had been particularly struck by the vivacity and 
nrilliant conversation of one individual, whom I should 
Lescribe as a sort of irregular figure, with dark raven 
dcks staring above his forehead, ^^ Uke quills upon the 
Tetfiil porcupine,^ or, to speak more technically, dressed 
liter the French fashion, as if stiffened up in fix)nt with 
pomatum. His eyebrows were prominent and coal-black, 
and his orbs of vision full, and expressive of intelligence. 
He appeared to be yet rough from the hand of nature, 
for his converse bore no marks of having been pohshed 
or pruned by the logic of the school. In fact, hisybr^e 
by no means oondsted in the art of unravelling the in- 
tricades of any argument which happened to be on the 
carpet, but rather in furnishing materials of new subjects, 
whenever the conversation began to flag ; and this was 
effected by starting the most eccentric notions, which 
could not fail of attracting the^ attention, and fascinating 
the imagination, of his audience. This luckily was no 
common one, or otherwise such abilities would have been 
thrown away, and, Uke the roses of Psestum, he might 
have wasted himself upon the desert air, if, indeed, he 
had been fortunate enough to escape being mistaken for 
a fool, so closely genius borders upon absurdity ! 

** Mr. Carmarmen,^ said my friend Sterlmg, " has 
only lately come up to reside with us. He is an exotic 
from the West Indies, and, as you perceive, does not 
belie the character of his country,-^ 

* Souls made of fire, and children of the sun.' 

His education, I beUeve, was chiefly derived from a 
grammar-school in Kent, and I cannot say that he was 
well-grounded there in the essentials for the attainment 
of classical learning. Minerva only knows who was in 
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fault, he or his Orbilius. I am often half-inclined to 
suspect the former of the blame, when I see the inveterate 
fastidiousness with which books of rudiments are treated, 
and the precipitate eagerness which is Evinced in this 
desperadoes attacks upon the deepest mysteries of know- 
ledge. Mr. C. is a man after your own heart. His 
metaphysical turn has long been the amusem^t of the 
College. It does not matter what may be the subject d 
discourse ; metaphysics are sure to come in. It is ^ neck, 
or nothing** with them. I recollect getting well lectured 
at a large breakfast party, for the improper applicatkm 
qf the word ^idea,^ when I ought to have substituted 
that of * notion."* I deny not but that he was r^ht; 
^idea^ signifies the mental conception of a substantial 
essence, as, the idea of a horse ; while * notion * can CHily 
properly be applied to an immaterial, as the notion of a 
virtue. This promising Aristotelian is a next-door neigh- 
bour of mine ; and one day he came running into the 
roomj as I was brooding over my iEschylus, and requested 
my assistance in a definition which he had been puzzlkig 
over for the last five hours, while composing an Essay on 
the difierence between ]Envy and Jealousy. It was at 
last determined that Envy would never allow of a 
superior, while Jealousy could not endure the j>reseiice 
of an equal. Oh, if the Old Bridge had remained to 
our days ! But perhaps you are not acquainted, Le 
Blanc, with the tradition I allude to. The noted Friar 
Bacon pursued his studies in a room which was attached 
to the arch of one of those bridges which bestride the 
many branches of the Isis in different parts of the city 
of Oxford; and there was an antique prophecy, that 
whenever a man, as clever as the philosopher who dwelt 
there, should pass beneath the said arch, the structure 
would fall. 



> >* 



' Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of Jove.' 

The next individual, of whom I made bold to inquu^. 
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«ras one who had given the most decided proofs of soKd 
scliolarship during the evening. His ideas had not that 
oii^nal stamp which had characterized Mr. Carmarthen ; 
they were, however, prompt at call, apposite for the 
occasion, and apparently derived from an abundant re- 
servoir. I should be inclined to classify them' all under 
the head of what the Greeks denominated the «rixT)jTa« 
(or acquired) ; and whether the doctrine be true or not, 
that we bring nothing into this world of intellectual pos- 
sessions any more than of the other sort, with the excep- 
ti<m of the capacity for acquirement, I do not venture 
to determine. But certainly all the* knowledge which 
this gentleman displayed might be readily traced to the 
books which he had studied. In person, he was of the 
common^ idze, with something of the Grecian bend : con- 
tracted, doubtless, from sedentary habits : his eyes were 
dimmed of half their lustre from constant use ; and there 
was an appearance of mental absence about him, 
likely to be unfavourably construed by a stranger, (as il 
Plight easily be taken for hauteur^ though in lact it was 
chiefly owing to a defect of hearing; from which I un- 
derstand he experienced occasional annoyance.) 

Sterling cormrmed the opinions whicn I had formed. 
^ Mr. Thompson,^ said he, " is a select specimen of the 
fruits (rf Dr. Valpy^s system of Classical Education. No 
man in the University can discuss the merits of the di- 
ganmia with greater fluency or point. ' His Latin prose 
compo^tion is the pure Ciceroman, and a false quantity 
in tne pronunciation of a word would be death to him. 
The treasures of the various Grammars which have 
been edited from time to time ; the Port Royal, Eton, 
Westminster, &c., are as his ABC; and few can so 
well appreciate the imp6rtance of the Greek accents. In 
spite of all this, there is no one who has so little pedan- 
try about him. It is true that he is rather authontative 
in his Uterary decisions, but he has the fairest right to 
be sa He has cultivated, with no small assiduity, other' 

D 5 
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branchesy which are more calculated to give iclat to »- 
neral conversation. His admiration of our own elder 
Bards has led him to investigate the deepest prindpks 
of their genius. The change of pubUc taste, which was 
introduced by the present school of Poetry, has recalled 
.to favour many authors who were left to slumber upon 
the shelf for ages. Sir Walter Scott and Leigh Hunt 
have respectively turned the attention of their country- 
men home agam to old Dan Chaucer and Spensov 
These same Worthies are mighty favourites witn Mr. 
Thompson : and I believe he . is only prajring for the 
time of his Examination to be over, that he may surren- 
der himself to the quiet enjoyment of his Englidi 
Classics. His scholastic learning is evidently super- 
induced, for he has long been a suitor of Nature^s. A 
romantic tinge of this description first taught him to 
practise that deUghtful art which preserves for him the 
miage of scenes, the spell of whose beauties has not yet 

rsed away from his imagination. I need not add that 
has shewn himself no mean proficient; for, in my 
opinion, the zeal with* which we pursue any study ui 
generally compensated by an equal proportion of succesit 
One trait more, and my character will be oomjdete. Mr. 
Thompson is not content with that mere inert sort of 
antiquarianism which I see Mr. Bellamy is famous for— 
I mean the stocking a cabinet with curiosities in thii 
line. His (Mr. Thompson's) research is an active one. 
There is not an old Church, ruined Abbey, or Field of 
Battle, in the neighbourhood, within twenty miles, 
wbich he has not visited, and of whose traditions he has 
not made himself perfectly master. He has the very 
spirit of Columbus in exploring the various streams with 
which this well-watered county abounds. He has pur- 
sued the course of the Cherwell till it has become no 
wider than a brook ; and not satisfied with a day^s ex- 
pedition .up the Isis, during which he was teveral timee 
obliged to draw lus skiff over certam disagreeable 
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impediments denominated wiers, he has lately beeii 
talking of penetrating as far as Cheltenham^ and enter- 
tained san^ine hopes of crossing the range of hills in 
which the nver takes its rise, and then dropping down, 
by some stream, into the Bristol Channel."*' 

The limits of a letter will prevent me from giving you 
several other portraits with which Mr. Sterling favoured 
me last night. I shall take a further opportunity of 
introducing them. At present I can only find room for 
a bare allusion to our conversational bill of fare. The 
wine and dessert were of course secondary considera- 
tions ; merely the excuse for meeting. I donH believe 
we drank two bottles, and there were six of us ; if we 
did, you nuty fairly score down one third to my share. 
The break-ice subject, or substitute for discussions on 
the weather, as introductory to more intimate converse, 
is the progress of the Exammation at the Schools. They 
are not open at present I find ; but there were various 
speculations afloat on the proposed candidates for the 
honours. This naturally brought on some mention of 
IHvinity ; and Mr. Carmarthen entangled us in a most 
abstruse inquiry, by wondering what would have been 
the consequences if Adam had fallen into a river deep 
enough to drown him previous to the fall. This ques- 
tion was at length qiiashed, by the interposition of a 
Mr. Jeffery (of whom I shall nave much to say here- 
after^, who reminded the company of the dan^r of pr^ 
tending to be wise above that which is written. He 
coolly settled the present argument by asking whether 
the providence of the Deity was not sufiident for all the 
purposes of Adam^s preservation. By the way, it was 
odd we had none of us thought of this. Mr. Thomp- 
soa then addressed me, by asking if I had yet paid a 
pilgrimage to the celebrated licture of the Queen of 
Soots in the Bodleian. My friend Sterling answered 
that we had'not yet had time for liomzing, as I had only 
arrived in the afternoon. Now came on an ammated 
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discussion of the styles of the diffi»«nt. sdiools of { 
ing; an .admirable review of the excellencies of m€ 
artists; and some clever conjectures on the prol 
merits of the ancients. In the meanwhile, the hi 
of the lovely but unfortunate Mary Stuart . was 
topic on the other side of the table, and the que 
soon became general. But my paper is full, and I 
abruptly conclude. 

Your'^s sincerely, 

A. L. 



GOG :— A POEM. 

BT FREDERICK 00LI6HTLT, ESQ. 

CANtO I. 
" A most delicate monster !" — Srakspeare. 

KiKo Arthur, as the Legends sing^ 
Was a right brave and merry King, 
And had a wondrous reputation 
Through this right brave and merry nation. 
His andent face, and ancient clothes, 
His Tables round, and rounder Oaths, 
His crown and cup, his feasts and fights. 
His pretty Queen and- valiant Knights, 
Would make me up the raciest scene. 
That is, or will be, or has been. 
These points, and others not a few, 
Of great importance to the view, 
As, how King Arthur valued Woman, 
And, how King Arthur threshed the Roman, 
And, how King Arthur built a Hall, 
And, how King Arthur play*d at ball; 
1 11 have the |Hmdence to omit, 
Sinee Brevity's the soul of Wit. 
Oh ! Arthur*s days were blessed days. 
When all was vrit, and worth, and praise ; 



GOG. 61 

And planting thrusts, and plantins oaks. 
And cracking nuts, and cracking jokes, 
And turning out the toes, and tiltings. 
And jousts, and journeyings, and jihings. 
Lord ! what a stern and stunning rout, 
As tall Adventure strode about, 
Rang though the land ! for there were duels 
For love of Dames, and love of jewels ; 
And steeds, th|it carried Knight and Prince, ■ 
As never steeds have carried since ; 
And heavy Lords and heavy lances ; 
And strange unfashionable dances ; 
And endless bustle and turmoil. 
In vain disputes for fame or spoil. 
Manners, and roads, were very rough ; 
Armour, and beeves, were very tough ; 
And then, — the brightest figures far 
In din or dinner, peace or war; 
Dwarfs sang to Ladies in their teens, 
And Giants grew as thick as beans ! 

One of these worthies, in my verse, 
I mean, Oh! Clio, to rehearse: 
He was much talk'd of in his time. 
And sung of too in monkish rhyme; 
So, lest my pen should chance to err, 
I '11 quote his ancient chronicler. 
Thus Friar Joseph paints my hero : 

^[litiictuii ta^CbuiT tt mmr, 
Sm^ofBOftuI, hxpxfcUiiJxi. 
Ifivtctif j^)uniaq[ue ptxnita^ 
i^tum vihiqw fmltu jartamr, 
^ohti vAiqut vmnn mxctanjir, 

Efibmtet ^mi j^xavai taitai^ 
^nfilorum, tt (n( taHit txxax) 
S^iiufifSies^iiit^tttxxaXf 
USqvuitum tx^VLitwxiq^xt captor, 
Sntula ruplj^, fnsenit raptor 
Cptjjcdpalium iotiorum,^ 
IBamnatuii l^oiStiit monaci^orum ! 
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Such was his eulogy! the fact is. 
He had a most outrageous practice 
Of running riot, bullying, beating, 
Behaving rudely, killing, eating ; 
He wore a black beard, like a Jew's, 
And stood twelve feet without his shoes ; 
He used to sleep through half the day, 
And then went out to kill and slay ; 
At night he drank a deal of grog, 
And slept again; — ^his name was Goo. 

He was the son of Gorboduc, 
And was a boy of monstrous pluck ; 
For once, when in a morning early. 
He happened to be bruising barley, 
A knight came by with sword and spear^ 
And halted in his mid career : 
The youngster look'd so short and pliant. 
He never dream'd he was a giant, 
And so he puU'd up with a jerk. 
And caird young bruiser from his work :— 
" Friend, can you lead me by the rein 
To Master Gorboduc's domain ? 
I mean to stop the country's fears, 
And knock his house about his ears!" 
The urchin chuckled at the joke, 
And grinn'd acutely as he spoke : 
" Sir knight, I '11 do it if I can. 
Just get behind me in my pan, 
I 'm off, — I stop but once to bait, 
I '11 set you down before the gate." 
Sir Lolly swallow'd all the twang, 
He leap'd into the mortar — ^bang ; 
And when he saw him in the vessel, — 
Gog beat his brains out with the pestle. 

, This was esteem'd a clever hit, 
And show'd the stripling had a wit ; 
Therefore his father spared no arts 
To cultivate such brilliant parts. 
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No giant ever went before 

Beyond his " two and two made four," 

But Oog possessed a mind gigantic. 

And grasp'd a learning quite romantic. 

Tis certain that he used to sport 

The language that they spoke at court; 

Had something of a jaunty air, 

That men so tall can seldom wear ; 

Unless he chanc'd to need some victuak, 

He was a pleasant match at skittles ; 

And if he could have found a horse 

To bear him through a single course> 

I think he might have brought the weight 

'Gainst all that Britain counted great. 

In physic he was sage indeed. 

He used to blister and to bleed, 

Made up strange plaisters— had been known 

To amputate, or set, a bone, * 

And had a notable device 

For curing colick in a trice, 

By making patients jump a wall. 

And get a most salubrious fall. 

Then in philosophy, 'twas said, 

He got new fancies in his head ; 

Had reckonings of the sea's profundity, 

And dreams about the earth's rotundity ; 

In arguiiient was quite a Grecian, 

And taught the doctrine of cohesion. 

This knowledge, as one often sees, 

Soften'd his manners by degrees ; 

He came to have a nicer maw, 

And seldom eat his mutton raw; 

And if he had upon his board 

At once a Peasant and a Lord, 

He caird the Lord his dainty meat, 

And had him deviFd for a treat. 

Old Gorboduc, the Legends say, | 

HappenM' to go to pot one day : 
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The li6w and why remains a question ; 
Some say he died of indigestion, 
From swallowing a little boat, 
In drinking dry Sir Toby's moat. 
Others assert that Dame Ulrica 
(Whom he confined beneath a beaker, 
Having removed her from her cottage 
To stew her in a mess of pottage) 
Upset her prison in the night, 
And played Ulysses out of spite. 
So that he woke, in great surprise. 
With two sharp needles in his eyes. 
Perhaps Ulrica may have lied ; 
At all events — the giant died, 
Bequeathing to his son and heir. 
Illustrious Gog, the pious care, 
To lord it o'er his goods and chattels* 
And wield his cfub and fight his battles. 

'Twould take an Iliad, Sirs, to tell 
The numerous feats on flood and fell^ 
At which my bero tried his hand; 
He was the terror of the land. 
And did a thousand humorous things, 
Fit to delight the ear of kings ; 
I cull what I consider best. 
And pass in silence o'er the rest. 

There was a Lady sent from Wales, 
With quiet sea, and favouring gales, 
To land upon the English shore, 
And marry with Sir Paladore. . 
It seems she sail'd from Milford -Haven, 
On board the Bittern, Captain Craven, 
And smiles, and nods, and gi^tulation, 
Attended on her embarkation. 
But when the ship got out from land. 
The Captain took her by the hand, . 
And, with a brace of shocking o&ths. 
He led her to her chest of clothes. 
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They paused ! — ^he scratcliing at his chin, 

As if much puzzled to begin ; 

She o*er the box in stupor leaning, 

As if she couldn't guess his meaning, 

Then thus the rogue the silence broke — 

His i^'hiskers wriggled as he spoke : — 

*' Look out an extra gown and shift ; 

You 're going to be turned adrift ; 

As many gewgaws as you please, 

Only don't bounce upon your knees ; 

It's very fine, but don't amuse. 

And isn t of the smallest usi3. 

Ho ! there — above ! — ^put down the boat, — 

In half an hour you '11 be afloat ; — 

I wouldn't have you lose a minute — 

There — put a little victuals in it ; 

You think I 'm playing off a sham. 

But — split my vitals if I am ! " 

Struggling and tears in vain were tried, ' 

He haul'd her to the vessel's side, 

And still the horrid brute ran on, 

Exclaiming in ferocious tone — 

" You needn't hollow to the crew ; 

Be'quiet, it will never do ; — 

Pray spare your breath ;•— come wind and wocither, 

We all are sworn to this together ! 

Don't talk us round — ^'cause why ? — ^you can't — 

Oh ! sink my timbers if we an't ! 

So— gently !— mind your footing — there! 

You'll find the weather very fair; 

You 'd better keep a sharp look-out, 

There are some ugly reefs about ; 

Stay ! — what provision have they made ye ? 

I wouldn't have ye famish'd, Lady ! 

Dick ! lend a hand, you staring oaf, 

And heave us down another loaf; 

Here are two bustards — take 'em both ; 

You 've got a famous pot of broth ; 

You 'd better use the sculls — you '11 find ^ 

You 've got a deuced little wind ; 
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Now I — don't stand blubbering at me. 

But trim the boat, and put to sea.'' 

He spoke! regardless of her moan, 
They left her in the boat, alone ! 
According to our modem creed, 
It was a cruel thing, indeed ; 
Unless some villain bribed them to it, 
I can't conceive what made them do it. 
It was a very cruel thing ! — 
She was the daughter of a king ; 
Though it appears that kings were then 
But little more than common men. 
She was a handsome girl withal^ 
Well-formed, majestic, rather tall ; 
She had dark eyes — (I like them dark). 
And in them was an angry spark, 
That came, and went, and came again. 
Like lightning in the pause of rain ; 
Her robe adom'd, but not conceal'd. 
The shape it shrouded, yet reveal'd ; 
It chanc'd her ivory neck was bare, 
But clusters rich of jetty hair 
Lay like a garment scatter'd there ; 
She had upon her pale white brow 
A look of pride, that, even now, 
Gaz'd round upon her solitude. 
Hopeless, perhaps, but unsubdued. 
As if she thought the dashing wave. 
That sweird beneath, was born her slave. 

She felt not yet a touch of fear. 
But didn't know which way to steer ; 
She thought it prudent to get back : 
The wind due East ! — she said she 'd tack ; 
And, though she had a tinge of doubt. 
She laugh'd, and put the helm about. 

The wind went down — a plaguy calm. 
The Princess felt a rising qualm ; 
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The boat lay sleeping on the sea, 
The sky looked blue — and so did she ! 
The night came on, and still the gale 
Breathed vainly on her leather sail ; 
It scarcely would have stirr'd a feather- 
Heaven and her hopes grew dark tooether ; 
She slept ! — I don*t know how she din'd, — 
And light returned, and brought no wind ; 
She seized her oars at break of day-, 
And thought she made a little way ; 
The skin was rubbed from off her thuxnb» 
And she had no Diaculum ; 
(Diaculum, my story says, 
Was not invented in her days ;) 
At last, not being used to pull. 
She lost her temper, — and her scull. 

A long, long time becalmed she lay ; 
And still untir d from day to day 
She form'd a thousand anxious wishes, 
And bit her nails, and watch'd the fishes; 
To give it up she still was loth ; — 
She ate the bustards and the broth; 
And when they fail'd, she sigh'd and said^ 
" ril make my dinner on the bread! " 
. She ate the bread, and thought with sorrow, 
" There 's nothing left me for to-morrow !** 

She puird her Lover's letter out. 
And turn*d its vellum leaves about ; 
It was a billet-doux of fire, 
Scarce thicker than a modem quire ; 
And thus it ran — " I never suppe, 
Because mine heatte dothe eatte me uppe ; 
And eke, dear Loue, I never dine, 
Nor drinke atte Courte a cuppe of wine ; 
For daye and nighte— I telle you true, 
I feede uponne my Loue for you.*' 
Alas ! that Lady fair, who long 
Had felt her hunger rather strong, 
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Said (and her eye with tears wap dim), 
*' I 've no such solid love for him ! " 
And so she thought it might be better 
To sup upoirher Lover's letter. 

She ate the treasure quite or nearly, 
From '* Beauteous Queen !" to " Your's sincerely ! " 
She thought upon her Father's crown, 
And then Despair came o'er her ! — down 
Upon the bottom-boards she lay, 
And veil'd her from the look of day ; 
The sea-birds flapp'd their wings, and she 
Look'd out upon the tumbling sea ; 
And there was nothing on its face 
But wide, interminable space, 
And so she gave a piteous cry — 
The murmuring waters made reply! 

Alas ! another morning came. 
And brought no food ! the hapless Dame 
Thought, as she watch'd tlie lifeless sail, 
That she should die ^* withouten fail!" 
Another morn^ — and not a whifF! 
The Lady grew so weak and stiff 
That she could hardly move her stumps; 
At last she fed upon her pumps ! 
And call'd upon her absent Lord, 
And thought of going overboard : 
As the dusk evening veil'd the sky 
She said " I 'm ready now to die ! " 
She saw the dim light fade away, 
And fainted as she Kneel'd to pray. 

I sing not where and how the boat 
With its pale load contriv'd to float, 
Nor how it struck off Hartland Point,' 
And 'gan to leak at every joint ; 
'Twill be enough, I think, to tell ye 
Linda was shaken to a jelly, 
And when she woke from her long sleep. 
Was lying in the Giant's keep, 
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While at a distance — like a log, 
Her Captor snored, prodigious Gog ! 

He spared as yet his captive's life ; 
She wasn't ready for the knife, 
For toil, and famine, and the sun 
Had worn her to a skeleton : 
He kept her carefully in view. 
And fed her for a week or two ; 
Then, in a sudden hungry freak, 
He felt her arm, and neck, and check, 
And being rather short of meat. 
Cried out that she was fit to eat. 
The Monster saw the bright dark eye 
That met his purpose fearlessly ; 
He saw tlie form that did not quail, 
He saw the' look that did not fail, 
And the white arm, that tranquil lay. 
And never stirr'd to stop or stay ; 
He chang'd his mind — threw down the knife, 
And swore that she should be his wife. 

Linda, like many a modern Miss, 
Began to veer about at this } 
She fear'd not roasting ! — but a ring ! — 
Oh Lord! 'twas quite another thing ; 
She 'd rather far be fried than tied. 
And make a sausage than a bride ; 
She had no hand at argument. 
And so she tried to circumvent.* 

" My Lord," said she, " I know a plaister. 
The which, before my sad disaster, 
I kept most carefully in store 
For my own Knight, Sir Paladore. 
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* The latter part of Linda's hist6r\. 
In Ariosto's work is an ingi'edient ; 
I can't imagine how my Moulv» and he 

Happen'd to hit upon the same expedient ;- 
Vou '11 findit in " Orlando Furioso;" 
But Mr. Hoole*8 Translation is but so so. 
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It is a mixture mild and thin ; 
But, when 'tis spread upon the skin, 
It makes a surface white as snow 
Sword- proof thenceforth from top to toe ; 
I *ve sworn to wed with none, my Lord, 
Who can be harm'd by human sword. 
The ointment shall be yours ! Til make it. 
Mash it and mix it, rub and bake it ; 
You look astonish'd ! — you shall see. 
And try its power upon me." 

She bruis*d some herbs ; to make them hot 
She put them in the Giant's pot ; 
Some mystic words she utter'd there. 
But whether they were charm or prayer 
The Convent Legend hath not said ; 
A little of the salve she spread 
Upon her neck, and then she stood 
Ijii reverential attitude. 
With head bent down, and lips compress'd. 
And hands enfolded on her breast ; 
^* Strike ! " and the stroke in thunder fell 
Full on the neck that met it well ! 
'* Strike ! " the red blood started out, 
Like water from a Water-spout ; 
A moment's space — and. down it sunk, 
That headless, pale, ahd quivering trunk, 
And the small head with its gory wave 
Flew in wild eddies round the cave. 
You think I shouldn't laugh at this ; 
You know not that a scene of bliss 
To close ray song is yet in store ; 
For -Merlin to Sir Paladore 
The head and trunk in air convey'd. 
And spoke some magic wovds, and made. 
By one brief fillip of his wand. 
The happiest pair in all the land. 
The Giant — ^but I think I 've done 
Enough of him for Canto Onb. 
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PRIVATE CORHESPONDENCE. 

III. 

R£6RIN£ OF CLUBS TO 6EOE6E OF fiyGLAMD. 

May it please your Majesty^ 

iM your loyal subject, and an Editor. I am 

ed to address you in print by three considerations. 

I am like yourself, a King; although my claim 
; title is not quite so legitimate as your Maiesty^s. 
dly, I am an Author, and it is much the fashion 
Authors of the present day to indite letters to the 
Q. Thiidly, I am enthusiastically fond of novelty 
ry shape ; and I flatter myself I am going to strike 
-A Letter to the King, without an oimce of Po- 
n its composition. 

m not going to ofPer my congratulations upon 
ious accesfflon,^ ^^ recent successes,^ or ^^the 
thing state of our manufactures;^ neither am I 
to present you with memorials relating to ^^ ex- 
* taxation,^ "starving weavers,'' or "Ilchester 
^ I am myself too tired of flattery and abuse to 
such inapid dishes to the palate of a Brother 
rch. No, Sire ! I am about to offer you some ob- 
ions upon that part of your Majesty's dominions 

falls more inmiediately under the notice of the 
of Clubs — The Royal Foundation of Eton. 
y it please your Majesty, I have been long a mem* 

it, and I am sure that (exceptis extipiendis) you 
lot in any part of your sovereignty five hundred 
-disposed subjects, than are to oe met with in its 
ique Towers." I shall not therefore be repulsed 
harshness if I lay before you a few of the 
nces, or the fancied grievances, imder which we 
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I think it was in the year 1814 that I first saw your 
Majesty at Frogmore. The Emperor of Rusm was 
there, and the King of Prussia, and Blucher, and Fla- 
toff, and sundry otner worthies, whom were I to attempt 
to enumerate, the Hne would reach out " to the crack of 
doom.''^ One single individual of that illustrious body 
could have drawn all London to the monument, if be 
had promised to exhibit himself in the gallery ; aaid we, 
favoured alumni, had the privilege of staring by whole- 
sale. I never shall forget the reception of those illus- 
trious Potentates. All voices were loud in hurras, aD 
hats were waving in the air ; and there was such a 
squeezing, and pushing, and shouting, and shaking of 
hands, and treading on toes, that I have often wondered 
how I escaped in safety from the perils into which my 
enthusiasm threw me. 

Never shall I forget the soul-enKvening moment, 
when your Majesty, stepping into the midst of our 
obstreperous ' group, proclaimed aloud, . *' A whole 
Holiday for the Emperor of Russia. — {Cheering.)^ 
" A whole Holiday for the King of Prussia.'^ — {Renewed 
cheering.) " Now, my Boys,^' you said, with a good- . 
• humoured laugh, that set Whiggism and awe at defiance, 
*^ I must add my mite ;*" — and there was long, loud, reite- 
rated, unanimous, heartfelt cheering. In that look of 
yours there were years of intimacy. The distinction 
which rank had placed between us seemed at once over- 
turned ; you raised us up to your own level, or rather, 
you deigned to come down for a moment to ours. One 
could ahnost have imagined that you had been yourself 
an Etonian, that you had shared in our amusements, 
that you had tasted of our feelings ! 

It was a proud evening for Eton, but a troublesome 
one for those who made it so. The warmth of an Eng* 
lish welcome is enough to overpower any one but an 
Englishman. Platoff swore he was more pestered by 
the Etonians, than he had ever been by tne Fr&ach ; 



PEIVATE COERESFONDENCE. 73 

ind the kind old Blucher had his hand* so cordially 
mmg) that he was unable to lift his bottle for a week 
ifierwards. To your Majesty the recoUection of that 
svoiing must have been one of unmingled gratificaticm. 
iTou bad enjoyed that truly royal pleasiu^, which 
iprii^ from the act of bestowmg pleasure upon others ; 
^ou had been applauded by Etonians, as the patron of 
Gttmians ou^ht to be ; you purchased more than three 
mndred whole hearts at the price of only three whole 
K)Iidays. . x 

It would be needless, as it would be endless, to enu- 
nerate all the instances of royal favour, which since that 
3iD^ have been extended towards our Foundation; I 
utve not room to give an extended narration of the 
picketing at Frogmore, nor to describe your Majesty'*s 
nat to our Triennial Montem. One suWect however 
there is, the omission of which would be Doth irksome 
to myself and ungrateful to your Majesty. I mean the 
Simcious liberality which gave to the School your ku 
inented Father had so constantly esteemed, the permis- 
ioa to attend at his obsequies, and follow their Patron 
to his grave. That un^licited attention, and the deli- 
cate manner in which the notice of it was conveyed to 
U8, five still in our hearts. They proved to us, that you 
vere aware of the loss we had sustained ; they proved to 
us, that by your munificence that loss would be alleviated 
or repaired. 

Having thus perfomged what I conceived to be my 
duty by expressing the sense we entertam of your Ma- 
jerty^s lx>unty, let me call your attention to the situation 
w which we are now placed. 

Eton is a soil which has been used to the sun of 
Boyal Patronage, and, if that invigoratmg heat is with- 
Wd, what can be expected but that the earth should 
|>e unproductive, and that its plants should fade ? This 
^ a most comfortable doctrine, inasmuch as it enables us 
to set do;wn to your Majesty's account all the degeneracy 
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which modem Eton is said to exhibit. - The remedy ii 
as obvious as the evil. Pay us a visit ! — Are our cricket- 
ers weak in the arm ? Your patronage shall add vigour 
to their sinews ! Are our poets weak in the head t 
Your encouragement shall give new hfe to their ICppo- 
crene! Are our alumni diminishing in numbers? 
B^ieath your influenc-e recruits shall tumble in like 
locusts ! Are they diminishing in stature ? They diaD 
grow Uke mustatd beneath a Royal smile. 

This, however, is all theory and speculation. There 
are many who will attribute our degeneracy to odier 
causes, and many who will deny that there is any d^ 
neracy in the case at all. I am now going to mentioii a 
specinc grievance, the existence of whicn no one ctn 
deny, and to which your Majesty alone can apply a 
remedy. During the life of your Father we cnjojed 
three annual Holidays, under the denomination ct 
'^ Eing^s Visits ;^ and the enjojnsient of them had 
become so much a thing of course, that few were awaie 
upon how shcKTt a tenure we held our blessings. They 
are gone ! We have no *^ King^s Visits," because your 
M^esty has never visited Eton. 

It seems to be pretty^ well determined, that your 
Majesty, sOonier or later, will visit scnne place or otheL 
Some recommend a visit to Hanover, some recommend a 
visit to Ireland : — I recommend a visit to Eton. It will 
be less troublesome, less expensive, and less formal, than 
either of its rival proposals. It wiU be soonest begun, 
and it will be the soonest over. It would be without a 
hundred inconveniences, which woidd wait upon your 
two other journeys. At Eton, you would not be ho^ 
thered by Counts and Courtiers; you would not be 
stifled with Phelims and Patricks ; you would not be 
pestered with €rermah addresses, as at Hanover; mi 
you would not have to dine with the Mayor and Cor- 
poration, as at SuUin. 

The time of your visit I will not presume to poiirt 
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If you hmpen to come on the fourth cf this 
ith, you will find certain illicit proceedings going on, 
.ch I cannot in this place describe. I can teU yeu, 
rever, that we shall have a splendid show, and a band 
t iliall play ^^ God save the King T ad injimtum. If 
I prefer being present at our Public Speeches^ as 
IT M^esty^s Father occasionally was, you will bear 
di emmyo oratory, and see much sawing of the air. 
To be serious — ^may it please your Majesty, I think 
i,caigfat to come to Eton. Let us have due notice of 
tMNOjOur intended us, and you shall be received in a 
Le w<Nrthy both of us and of you. Come, and by your 
ling disperse over the face of Etona her w^ated 
lie : paste another bright leaf into her annals : give a 
r excitement to her talents, her studies, and her 
Usements. You need not come in state : you must 
; depart in a hurry : bring to us as many smiles, and 
few lords, as you please : above all, drive away for an 
ir the formality of dress and manner which public 
enjc'^ns ; come to us provided with an English heart, 
1 dressed in the Windsor uniform. 
[>n Windsor Bridge you shall be met by the Fellows, 
h, ** God save the King ;^ and, as you step into 
liege, you shall be saluted by my friend the Captain 
h a Latin address. This diall not detain you longer 
ip fliree minutes and a half; and Sir Benjamin 
x>mfield shall hold the watch. You will then be 
iducted to all the Lions of the College, amongst 
ich you will feel particularly interested m the New 
bnry established last month, and you will probably 
t-» small donation into the hands of Mr. Hawkins, 
^ Treasurer. After your peregrinations you will 
ft the option of taking a aJd collation with the 
^ost,^ or a hot beef-stew with the King of Clubs, 
ytm prefer the former, my duty for the day is over ; 
C if, as I prognosticate, your choice falls upon the 
Ittr, the tiwents of Mr. Rowley shall be forthwith put 
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in reouisition. We will give your M^esty a real Eng- 
lisli mnner, and a hearty welcome. I will not presait 
my book unless your Majesty desires it, and your 
Majesty shall hot be required to Knight any of the 
Glub, unless you Would condescend to confirm the titk 
of my worthy friend Sir Thomas. We will be v«y 
merry, may it please your Majesty, and we will have 
your Majesty's favourite Punch, if your Mi^esty will 
give lis the recipe. Mr. Oakley shall be driven fiom 
the Club-Room, and we will make our furious Whig, 
Sir. Francis, sing.loyal staves in honour of the occaaon. 
If this does not bring you to Eton, I don'*t know what 
will— that V all. • 

In the evening your Majesty shall return to — bless my 
soul, I had forgotten the Hohdays. But your owq 
good-nature will prompt you. I have fimshed my 
epistle, and — may it please your Majesty. 

(Signed) Frbegbikk. 



ON PREJUDICE. 

*' Men's evil manners live in brass : their virtues 
We write in water — ** Shaksp^sb. 

Or all those errors, to which, from the frailty and 
weakness of our natures, we are perpetually liable fo 
become subservient, few, I think, have been caniedjtp 
a more ridiculous excess, or have more oompletdly 
estranged the mind from notions of right and. wrong, 
than Jrrejudice. Whenever it has once gained ja finn. 
footing in our breasts, by persuading us to admit wit^ 
them the seeds of enmity or aversion against any paiTr 
ticular object, the most clear and convincing argvUoents 
will, in most cases, be found insufficient to enadt^tft 
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them. Th^y rapidly increase, and, from the most 
trifling and deq>icable origin, rise to the most absurd 
and violent extreme of detestation. Niay, to such an 
extent have they been cherished, that the powers of 
reason and reflection, which the very wisest can boast 
of, have been repeatedly blinded and overwhelmed by 
them. 

Talent, Fortune, Honour, and all the most noble 
qualities allotted to mankind, will be for^tten and 
cuaregarded by him who entertains any dislike against 
their possessors. Our eyes, when directed by Prejudice, 
ai^e only open to the vices of man : — their virtues are 
concealed by the veil of disgust, which she throws 
indiscriminatelv over all our mental powers of vinon. 
The advice of our friends, the reprehensions of the 
world, and sometimes even our own conscience, would 
admonish us against this weakness : — weakness, however, 
I should not term it, for, notwithstanding that it dis- 
plays the imbecihty of the mind which cannot resist its 
impulse, it may, nevertheless, if once encouraged, extend 
itself into the most inveterate hatred which disfiraces 
human nature. ^ 

Nor does Prejudice confine herself to any one par- 
ticular object ; but her hateful effects may be observed 
in al) ages, in all countries, amongst all ranks, and all 
»ecf4 of mankind. She interrupts the peace of govem- 
mi^ts ; she disturbs the amity and harmony of fainihes : 
nay. Religion itself is not free- from the detestable and 
injurious turmoils which she has it in her power to 
excite. And when she has attacked any one upon 
whom she may pubHcly wreak her mahce, by gaining 
over to herseli the hearts and opinions of the commu- 
mty, no entreaties, no repentance, (if aught ¥^hich 
demands repentance has been committed by her victim,) 
no exertions of talent or industry to regain his former 
honours, can rescue him from her power ; however he 
may have incurred, or deserved to incur, her odium. 
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The firBt, and, in my opnbn, the most detestable and 
overbearing species of Prejudice, is that which the sects 
of various refigjons have repeatedly encouraged agaifist 
each other. This may be most properly termed Phiii- 
saical Prejudice. It is a melancholy thing to lock bade 
upon the page of history, and observe the pollutioiis and . 
interpolations, which the most holy ordinances of relickm 
have suffered from its influence. If we examine Hdy 
Writ, how forcibly does its virulence appear, in Hk 
condflct of the Jews towards a Redeemer f How beami' 
fully, yet how forcibly, does that very Redeemer exeitipfify 
its pernicious malevolence, in the parable of the Phnisee 
ttid Publican I Let us turn to a later period : — let ns 
behold the onielties exerdsed at various periods upon the 
Continent, in our own, and in a sister country, agamst 
the Protestants. Can we trace in these any of the 
dictates ol charity, of kindness, and of forbeanmoe, 
which our Divine Master has, in all his words and i^rtamis, 
set before us ? Must every different reli^n be supported 
by the annihilation of those who are unwilling to con- 
form to its decrees? We have no authority, divine or 
human, to take such power upon ourselves. Whence, 
then, is the cause, that so much innocent blood has been 
shed? Wherefore do we hear different sects reviling 
each other, and aflirming, that none, excepting those who 
are cf their owp persuai^on, shall obtain salvaticm? 
What is the root of all these evils— this enmity — ^this 
abolition of fraternal love amongst mankind? It is 
Prejudice. 

Another species, more ridiculous in its appearano^ 
but equal in virulence to the above-mentioned, in at* 
tempting to gain the accomplishment of its wishes, may 
be aptly denominated Political Prejudice. It is astonidi- 
ing to see the hatred and dissensions which are carried 
on from family to family, from century to century— 
what detestation against each other has displayed itself 
in hearts, which, m all other respects, might be classed 
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amongst the most excellent and Tirtuous. The best of 
J^fonarchs, the most skilful of Riders, have not escaped 
its p^nnicious influence. Whatever may be the good 
qualities of a kii^, they will vanish from the eyes of 
liis^ subjects, if nejudice has forbidden them to look 
upon any of his actions, except those which are worthy 
oi blame. How forcible a representation of its male- 
volence do the feudal times present to us; when the 
quarrels of powerful famiUes were handed down, and 
continued ^th undmiiiushed enmity and bloodshed, 
through the lapse of aees ! And in later - days, when 
we see a monarch detnroned and decapitated by his 
subjects, without cause ; — when we hear all the invectives 
which the spirit of Revolution can utter against those 
who the least deserve them; — when we see persons 
attacked in the performance of those duties which they 
have long discharged with honour to themselves and 
with success to their country : shall we not naturally, if 
we bdiold all these evils with the clear and steady light 
of reason, inquire into their origin ? It is Prejudice. 

Under the same head may be included Popular Pre- 
judice. That of the political species is more slow and 
deliberate in its advances, but more virulent and deadly 
in the completion of its purposes. Popular Prejudice, 
on the other hand, is violent and immemate in manifest- 
ing itself; but its rage is exhausted in a much shorter 
space of time. It has been known, however, upon gain- 
ing an ascendancy over the passions of an intemperate and 
senseless mob, to produce the most diabolical paroxysms 
of fury^ and to have operated on the minds of men, as 
it were by infernal agency. The conduct of our own 
oountrjrmen, during the execution of Governor Wall, if 
we turn back to the chronicles of that period, will show 
us Popular Prejudice in its most glanng and execrable 
light I do not by any means wish to vindicate the 
diaracter, or palliate the conduct, of that unfortunate 
man. He was justly and deservedly punished for his 
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cruelty by the loss of life. But, however great his of- 
fences might be, I must own that I was shocked and dift- 
Eisted upon reading an account of the conduct of the 
wer (M'ders, previous to, and during the time o^ his 
execution. Tne pubUc press teemed with every invecdve 
which could possibly enrage the populace against him; 
his name was heard in every street, branded with all the 
malicious appellations that revenge could invent; his 
figure was represented in every prmt-shop, either as in- 
flicting the cruelties which he had committed, or as un- 
dergomg the punishment to which he vfss to be doomed. 
His execution was repeatedly announced for a certain 
day, and then deferred. Hence, so great was the anxiety 
of the populace, so ardent their wish for the gratificadon 
which tney expected from beholding his punishment, that, 
upon seeing the object of their hate, after they had re- 
peatedly been disappointed in the performance of his 
execution, appear upon the fatal platform, they raised 
three loud and heart-drawn cheers, as if now certain of 
their victim. The saipe species of disgraceful barbarity 
was repeated at that most appalling moment, when the 
culprit was launched into eternity. While his limbs 
were yet quivering with the last agonies of death, the 
same tumult and hellish gratification manifested itself in 
almost every mind. But the most disgusting and brutal 
instance of their hatred, is yet, I think, untold. Some 
women, even women, at the conclusion of his punish- 
ment, stationed themselves at the foot of the scaffold 
upon which he suffered, and drank perdition to him ! 
Nay, the fatal rope itself, after havmg performed its 
duty, was cut into the smallest pieces, and purchased by 
the mob with avidity ! Is this a Christian country ? Are 
these the actions of a nation upon which the light of the 
Gospel has shone ? An indeUble stain remains upon the 
events of that day. It remains on the records of H^ven, 
A lasting stigma on those who participated in such in- 
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humanity. May succeeding generations, upon reading 
the scene which I Have just recounted, be warned frotai 
that degradation of human nature, to which our country. 
men were precipitated by Popular Prejudice i 

Hitherto, we have viewed Prejudice, and the evils it 
produces in pubhc affairs. We have seen to what lan 
^cess it has been carried — to what madness and rage it 
has excited a whole people. We will now make a few 
observations on its effects in the more immediate con- 
cerns of private life. 

Nothii^ is, I think, more conducive to quarreh, 
jealousies, and heart-burnings in every family, uian the 
fooUsh partiality which some parents show to a favourite 
child ; while they neglect, or even treat with severity, 
some other of their offspring. This conduct may be 
defined Parental Prejudice. And here it is to be ob- 
served that those parents fall into a double error ; for 
while they, from some trifling and ridiculous cause, take 
a dislike to one child, and make use of every opportunity 
toafflict and torment him ; while they magniiy all his 
small failings, and pass over his good quahties without 
notice, they will most probably behave as absurdly in the 
reverse towards the favourite. All that he does will"be 
right ; — ^he will be set forth as a pattern of cleverness, 
application, and every good quality, for the imitaticni of 
all young people in his vicinity. His very faults will be 
pallWed and unobserved — nay, sometimes even be ap- 
plauded and deemed worthy of commendation. But 
what are the consequences of this blind partiality and 
folly ? The favourite is hated : — the amity wMch 
ought to subsist between each of the family is destroyed. 
But the whole consequences of such an error as this are 
not yet enumerated. At the time when both venture 
togeuier upon the ocean of life, the one who formerly 
could depend upon no assistance from his parents will 
far surpass the other in the formation of his projects, 'and 
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the completion of his designs ; while the real good qua- 
lities of the favourite will l)e found to be choked up by 
the weeds of se]f-oonceit and adulation. 

Prejudice, when admitted against the various pro- 
fessional duties, is extremely detrimental to many, wnose 
genius deserves a better fate. Nothing- can t>e won 
disgusting than to hear the Church, the Bar, the Armj, 
Navy, or Medicine, attacked, on account of the*niiB- 
conmict of some one individual in these several lines of 
life, who has disgraced himself and his profession. Yet 
true it is, that many form their opinions merely from 
on^ example, and conader that the probity and honour 
of all connected with that profession must be waghed 
by the same standard. Hence many a promising youth, 
whose talents have been particularly ipclined to any one 
branch of Science, has been placed m a sphere unworthy* 
of him, merely through a foolish dislike which one of hu 
parents have entertained aeainst those men whose studies 
and occupations he wished to pursue. 

Nor is this species of Prejudice to be looked upon 
as detrimental m one light alone. However great a 
man^ abihties may be, in whatever degree he may 
deserve praise, should he chance to meet with any mis- 
fortune, or fail in the discharge of his duties, so as to 
excite dissatisfaction and prejudice against him, his 
utmost exertions will- never raise him to his former 
eminence. The most excellent and harmonious poet; 
the bravest soldier ; the most skilful phyridan ; the 
most able painters, sculptors, and musicians ; — ^will all, 
if the breath of Prejudice once taint their fame, veree 
from the zenith of their glory, and be levelled with me 
common herd. Wlien, therefore, I hear a good poem 
ridiculed, or a weU-written essay abused, merely because 
it is the fashion to ridicule and abuse them ; when I 
hear the character of a brave man attacked, and his cob- 
duct depreciated by the general voice, for some ofienoe, 
the relation of which is most probably founded on rumour 
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ak»e ; when, in short, I see a man who has msoA&zed 
Imnself in any station of life, cast down from the good 
opinions of all, and reduced to a level, hoai wlnm he 
is not allowed^ whatever may be his powers, to rise 
amin ; — I inwardly curse Prejudice, and aQ the mischiefs 
me eauses. 

It is needless to enumerate the many and various lea^s 
iB^rtant species of Prejudice. Not a day can pass 
without presenting to an observant eye, the foUies, the 
inconvemences, and the ridicule, to which all are sub- 
jected, when they obey the dictates of this most odious 
and contemptible error. It manifests itself not only in 
the occupations, but even in the amusements, of life. 
What adage is more true than thatof Horace ? — 

** Oderunt hilarem tristes, tristemque jocosi ; 
Sedatum celeres, agilem gnavumque remissi. 
Potores bibuli medik de luce Falerni 
Odenint pon*ecta negantem pocula, quamvis 
Noctumos jures te formldare vapores." 

Well did he know, from his intimate acquaintance vdth 
the manners and passions of mankind, the influence 
which Prejudice obtains over so many:— clearly has he 
shown the excess to which it may be carried, even in 
i^ffidrs of the most trifling importance. 

One more argument alone need be adduced upon the 
subject of these observations. When a hundrra years 
from this period shall have come and gone ; when we 
shall be as the dust of the earth, and our very names 
and actions shall have faded in oblivion ; of what vahie 
shall we deem the good or bad opinions of the world, to 
which we finmerly were subject m this life, if we have 
only Uved righteously, and according to the dictates of 
our Redeemer? In the hour of death we shall be free 
from the virulence of Prejudice ; yet, at that future time, 
a mind oonsdous of its own virtue will triumph over tlie 
oontempti^le scoffs and ridicule which were aimed at its 
quiet during life ; and exult in the expectation Qf attain- 
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ihg that heavenly mansion, from whence care, enmity, 
slander, prejudice, and all things conducive to our 
misery in this state of probation, are banished for evff. 

M. STERLIlte. ' 



Letter from the Rev. Marmadake Bradshaw to Mr. 
Matthew Swinburne, inclosing an Article. 

Broughton, May 4, 1)821. 
MY DEAR MATTHEW, 

I HAVE two Nephews, who were enrolled amongst the 
number of your schoolfellows about a fortnight before 
your last Holidays, and, as I know full well, from expe- 
rience, all that a new boy suffers when first introduced 
into such a tumultuous company of perfect strangers, I 
have been looking about among my Etonian acquaint- 
ance for some one, who might smooth, perhaps, a few of 
their difficulties, and give them some Irttle confidence in 
their new element. You will guess, I am sure, when 
you have read as far as this, what I have to ask of yon: 
It is, that you will take some notice of these urchins; 
indeed, I am particularly desirous that you should not 
refuse my request, for I cannot conceive any one better 
able, from situation in the school and many other rea- 
sons, both to assist and protect them. It is quite lume- 
cessary for me to mention any favours that you may con- 
fer on the young Rashleighs: you know these matters 
much better than I ; indeed, most probably they are 
changed^ as every thing else has been since my time. 
Perhaps you might get for them, if the practice is still 
continued, the liberties of your friend Coiutenchr, M(Hit- 
gomery, and others, not forgetting Mr. F. Golightly, 
upon whom I consider myself, and consequently my re- 
lations, to have some claim, after the free use which he 
made of my name and character, in the account which 
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he gave of the Party at the Pelican. You may give 
him a lurtt that it will be highly dangerous for him. to 
show himself in this country for some time, as many of 
the good folks are highly enraged at being what they call 
caricatured in print; and that, too, by such a stripling. 
It is quite impo«dble. for him to dream of going to Mr. 
Hudson'^s entertainment any more, whether at the Pdi- 
can or elsewhere. I have before, mentioned that your 
cares will not be single. My nephews are two in num- 
ber — the eldest (Samuel) rather what we used to call a 
«dp, and of a very quiet disposition; the younger (Henry), 
perhaps equally clever, but more hvely, which latter 
<|uality agrees, I think, very well with an Eton educa- 
tion. My representations had a principal part in deter- 
mining tneir father in sending them to Eton ; conse- 
quently I am the more desirous that nothing, should go 
amiss, . as I should be involved in no slight share of the 
blame. However, I shall be the more satisfied if I can 
gaiin for them such an efficient protector ; and I assure 
you, my dear Mat, that any attention that you may pay to 
the young Rashleigh3, wiU be equally felt and acknow- 
led^d by your most faithful friend, 

Mabmadu^e Bbadshaw. 

P. S. I have enclosed you three or four Letters, which 
may serve in some measure to elucidate their characters; 
and should these serve to beguile an idle moment, I may 
be tempted to transmit to you some future depredations 
from * 

THE RASHLEIGH LETTER-BAG. 

I. 
Mr, Samuel Rashleigh to Lady Caroline Rashleigh, 

Eton Coll. March 27, 1821. 

. XY deae mamma, 

No doubt our good Peter has long since informed you 
Wgafely he landed his young masters at Eton; and 
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the journey had nothing at all uncommon m tt, bo tint 
I sliall leave Henry to give you an account^ in the neit 
letter, of all the stage coaches that he saw. My thotu^ 
were pretty busy the whole of the way, for though I didiioC 
mudi fancy, as was very natural, the prospects of goiag 
to sdiool, yet my uncle Bradshaw had represented £toi 
as so entirely different from all other places, and partko- 
larly from Mr. Plodwell'^s Academy, that my fears wm 
very much abated, and at last my joy at leaving the 
latter-mentioned gentleman'^s institution quite got the 
better of them. We arrived here about five o^clodc ; 
and the space in front of the great school was quite 
filled with boys of all sizes — some, indeed, so big, that 
I was half afraid to look at them ; and some so littk) 
that I could not think what business they had at Eton: 
they looked as if they were just delivered from the 
nursery. Henry was delighted at sedng so many much 
smaller than himself, and fancied himself already a very 
ccmsiderable person. In a few minutes we were at Misi 

's door, our destined Dame, I naturally enough 

expected to have seen, according to the name, a very 
respectable sort of housekeeper — something, perhaps, 
like old Catherine. You may guess, then, my astoni^- 
ment, and perhaps you will be astonished too yourself, 
when I tell you that we were ushered into a room very 
el^antly furnished, by a footman in a gay Uvery, where 

we found Miss totally different, in every respect, 

from what we had imagined — that is to gay, neither old 
nor homely, but, on the contrary, rather more gaily 
dressed than you are in general, and talking quite like a 
lady ; which, indeed, I have no doubt that she is. First 
df all, she offered us some dinner ; but you know hotr 
unnecessary that was, for coming to school most effec- 
tually takes away oner's appetite. She read Papa'^s letter, 

and sent the one which he^ad written to Mr. , 

or, as I now call him, my Tutor, together with a mes-' 
sage, desiring to know when he could see us. He ap- 
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anted a time the next morning, and we expected it 
dier in dread, although my Dame took every care to 
Tsuade us that there was nothing in the world to fear. 
eory and I have a double-bedded room, whither, I 
B assure you, we were not at all sorry to go after all 
or fiMigues. The whole of the apartment looked ra> 
at strange at first, for the floor is sanded all over, and 
s beds have no curtains at all, but are shut up in the 
tj-tii|ie, which is much better, as they take up but 
Tf little space, and we use the room in the day-time to 
I in. My Dame (you will henceforth know Miss 

" I" ■' by no other name) very goodnaturedly sent a 
jy to conduct us to our Tutor'*s at the proper hour, 
[e seemed to be a very nice sort of man — asked us a 
KW questions, and after he had put on his cap and 
own, took us straight to Dr. Keate^s chambers. There 
« were entered — a process which solely consisted in 
Titing our names in a book, and which entitles us to 
le name of Etonians. After this we returned to Mr. 
■ , and he proceeded to examine us, according to 
bebooks whidi we had read, and our respective ages. 

shall not trouble you any further than just to inform 
ou of what I am amdd you will hardly understand, that 

am .placed in the upper remove of the remove, and 
ay brother in the middle remove of the fourth, form, 
riiis information will do, if any body asks you ; and, 
adeed, until I see you myself, I cannot possibly explain 
t further. * 

The next day, at eleven o^clock, I was to take my 
)laoe in 8ch€x>l. You may imagine my dismay, when I 
las fairly launched from my Darnels house with my 
oooks under my arm, and when I saw not only the 
mce which I mentioned before quite filled with bo}rs 
(they call it, absurdly enough, the Long Walk, though it 
w not a quarter so long as our avenue,) but also the 
umer Quadranrie, and the Portico under the school, 
equally crowdra. I had some vain hopes that I might 
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perhaps entirely escape notice among such a multitiid|e 
and such a confusion 5 but I had not got very far beftfe 
I was assaulted by a variety of voices, inquiring in one 
breath, " You, sir I What is your name ? Who. |i 
your Dame? Who is your Tutor?'' Some of tfaoH 
laughed at me, because I said in my answers Mr. ' » 

and Miss , so that I was soon taught to dnip 

these titles of distinction. Another advised me to* |et 
a more fashionable coat, and called me a Cdwkery wliidi 
appellation was then perfectly unintelligible ; I have 
smce heard that it means one who gapes and stim 
about him — a fault of which at that time I was very 
probably guilty. These questions at first I laughed a^ 
and tooK in very good part; but at last -they were to 
often repeated, that I was almost provoked to give no 
answer. This conduct would probably have got me a 
beatinff ; but my patience was entirely exhausted, whfeh 
the school doors, to my great relief, flew ^>en, and we 
sat down to the lesson. Eton discipline diners so mudi 
from Mr. Plod well's, that it would till a whole letter to 
mark the distinctions, and I "think this is a pretty long 
one for me at present. In the first place, we go into 
school about four times a-day, but are never there more 
than three quarters of an hour together ; then, instead of a 
little paled-in piece . of ground, there are ftne large 
playing-fields, with very fine trees in them ; the Than^ 
runs on one side, and there is a wall on the other, 
against which they play at foot-ball in the season; in- 
deed they say it is capital weather for it now, but it is 
not the fashionable game, so nobody dares to propose it. 
After the next Holidays every body begins cricket, but 
never before. There are plenty, of boats on the river, 
which the boys row about in the summer ; but I will 
tell you more about them when the time comes. The 
bounds are marked by a stone on a bridge, but we may 
go beyond them as far as we Uke, provided only we 
return ifi time (for our names are called over,) and pro- 
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vided too that we run away from the Masters and some 
of the upper boys directly we see them : this they call 
skirkingy and, if we hide well, they never take any 
Qodoe. AU the terrible stories, which I heard about 
fiiggii^ turn out to be nothing at all. There is a cer- 
tam young man in jny Dame\ house, to whom I am 
bound to come in the morning and evening : he is called 
my master, but he is a very lenient one, for he -scarcely 
ever .makes me do any thing, and has helped me very 
mudi in several matters. Henry is equally well oS in 
this respect ; he has found out that he can buy excel- 
lent marbles here, and is I beheve at this moment en- 
gaged in a game, as happy as possible. 
. You may guess from what I have, told you that I am 
[deased with my new situation. I hardly fancy myself 
asdboolboy. Papa^s gout came very unluckily, for.it 
made it rather awkward for me, having to introauce my- 
self ; however, that is all over now. Henry joins with 
me in wishes foi* his recovery, and in best love to you 
and. my Sister. 

I remain. 

Your very affectionate Son, 

S. Rashleigh. 
P. S. I hope Smirk will be turned out .to grass before 
we come home ; I miss my riding very. much here, and 
shall be sadly disappointed if I have no pony in the 
HoUdays. 



II. 
Lady C. Rashleigh to Mr. S, Rashleigh, 

Stapylton Hall, Hauls, April 2. 
MY DEAEEST SAMUEL, 

We were all delighted beyond measure with your 
letter, and with the picture you have drawn of your 
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Eton Hfe, and the introduction, and the genand opinioa |i^i 
is that you have managed aflbirs unoonunonly-ivdL 
Your famer is quite re-establidied, and enjoyed the i^ 
scription of your adventures, and laughed at then m 
heartily as any of us; you know sudi thmgs m 
quite new to him, in consequence of his private educa- 
tion. Next time you write pray do not say any thiii| 
in disparagement of Mr. Plodwell; he is a particukr 
favourite with Mr. Radtileigh, who thinks himself bonnd 
to defend him ; so reserve your saUies, in case they mvf 
offend. He was rather surprised at the libertj you have, 
and has an idea that it may be very much misused; but 
I think another interview with Mr. Bradshaw will set 
him right, and put this fancy quite out of his head. 
By-the-by, I shall show your letter to your Uncle as 
soon as pos^ble ; it cannot fail of interesting him : per- 
haps he may give you a few instructions. Peter, as you 
guessed, gave us a very fiill account of the esmedition, 
and said that there were so many young gentleoi^ at 
Eton, that he was sure you would find plenty of play- 
mates ; he added too that neither of you looked very 
sorrowful, or, as he called it, " took it mudi to 
heart,^ when he went away. Talking of phrases, your 
father does not at all approve of the Eton Vocabulary, 
and desires me to tell you, that he thinks you will not 
improve your language or style by using it. You rive 
a very pleasant account of your play-ground ; but 1 am 
quite snocked at the thought of that dreadful river 
running close by it; I remember, too, reading some 
yeifirs ago of an unfortunate boy who was drowned at 
Eton ; pray take particular care not to run heedlessly 
about the banks, or to <use boats, at any rate before you 
can swim. I cannot help thinking that it must be very 
improper for boys to go by themselves upon the water, 
and I nope and trust that neither you nor Henry will. 
I do not know of any thing that has happened m the 
neighbourhood which you would wish to hear. You 
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rill most probably receive the County Paper together 
rith this: we intend to send it you regularly every 
reek, as perhaps it maty amuse you. You may rely 
upon bmuk being treated with ail possible care. Tell 
mearj lluit his pony, too, shall meet with the same at- 
ention. For goodness^ sake, my dear boys, do nothing 
mprudent. I am afrsild you wUl feel these cold winds 
very much : if you do fina any thin^ the matter with 
^ou, send for a medical man immediately. You must 
sxeuse this hasty letter, as we dine with the Westburys 
he first time ance your father^s recovery, and you know 
particular they are. 

Yours very affectionately, 

C. Rashleioh. 



III. 
T%e Masters RashUigh to Lady Caroline Rashleigk. 

Eum, April 3, 1821. 
KY DEA& MAMMA, 

I have taken an early cmportunity of writing to you 
OH purpose to confirm my first account, and to show you 
that Eton loses none of its charms by experience, though, 
tojbe sure, mine has not been a very long one. How* 
ever, as far as I can say at present, it rather improves 
upon acquaintance.— Many uttk difficulties vanish, and 
one gets quite accustomed to the routine, the customs, 
and the terms of the place. You are not to imagine, as 
perhaps you do, that we are sent here to learn Latin and 
Grreek alone. I assure you we can hold a conversation 
in the Eton dialect, perfectly unintelligible to any 
stranger, and so, of course, it was to me, until I had 
been mstructed, by some venr able masters, in many of the 
principal words ; and still tnere are not a few left totally 
above my comprehenfflon. Pray do not mention any of 
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this to my father, if you think he will not like it I wiah 
often that he had been an Etonian himself. Well, to 
pursue a topic more suitable to his fancy. 

I at first found a good deal of trouble in finding out 
my different lessons, and the proper times for t£em; 
indeed, as you may imagine, that is rather a comjdex 
business. Now I begin to understand theif order as 
well as any body. There is no hardship at all in^ the 
books, or the quantity, which we are obliged to learn : 
but I still am rather slow at my verses ; for, you may 
venture to tell my father, that Mr. Plodwell is rather 
deficient in that point of instruction. Pr^ quiet your 
fears and alarms with respect to the river. It is much too 
cold to think of boats ; oesides, they are not the fashion 
yet ; and I have too much regard for myself to think of 
tumbling from a bank. I will not fail, however, to mind 
what you say, and tell Henry the same. I am, at 
present, what they call a lower boy; that is to say, 
liable to be fagged by all the fifth and sixth form ; and 
I did not know till the other day that I myself shall be 
a fifth form some time next June, and then I shall have 
just the same authority over those below me, as I am 
subject to now ; so you see the transition from servitude 
to power is very rapid. Henry will be about a year and^ 
a half arriving at this desirable situation. About a 
night or two ago I was roused from a pretty fast sleep 
by a most unaccountable sensation, as iif I were standing 
on my head. At first I thought it a dream, but that 
idea did not continue very long; for I found myself 
safely shut up, clothes and all together, in my bedstead. 
In a very few minutes they let me down, half suffocated, 
and, running away, left me quite in the dark, and totally 
ignorant who were my persecutors. Henry suffered thie 
same fate ; so I suppose it is a trick commonly played 
off on new comers ; and I am sure, if this is all I am to 
undergo, I am very well content. I am rejoiced to hear 
erf my father'^s convalescence. There is plenty of room 
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left for my brother to send a few lines in his own words ; 
I know he is not particularly ready at writing, except in 
his own books, which he has disfigured terribly by 
(tivers heads and figures, after the patterns of an ap- 
proved master, who sits near him m school, not to 
mention a fine English version, with which he has inter- 
Uned his text for the assistance of his memory : I have 
desired him to exercise his ingenuity on spare paper 
another time, and to carry the sense in his head. 

Adieu. S. R. 



MY DEAB MAMMA, 

Samuel has left me two whole sides, and declares I 
must fill them ; so, after having made a hundred fruit- 
less excuses, I have sat down positively to write you 
what I call a long letter. First of all, I have the happi- 
ness to inform you that we come home in six days^ time ; 
for, though I do not mind Eton much, yet of course I 
like home better. There are plenty of holidays here, 
for we have one whole and one half every week, besides 
others now and then, which I do not know the reason of; 
but that is the last thing for us to inquire about. I like 
my Tutor very well, and my Dame very much ; she sent 
me some jelly to eat the other day after dinner, and gave 
me sever^ Iialls that had been thrown into the garden. 
Every body talks about beginning cricket next school- 
dme, and I am to belong to a club in the playing-fields. 
Do you think I can venture to ask Papa for a bat ? 
Tbey make them so beautifully here, that they do not look 
at all like tliat one which I have got at home : my master 
keeps about a dozen hanging up in his room ; to be sure 
what a great player he must be ! I think he might as ' 
weU give me one, for it is quite impossible that he can 
use them all at once. ' Samuel and I have oiu* breakfast 
and tea always together ; there are little parcels of tea 
and sugar sent every week from the grocer'^s, and we 
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have a tea-kettle, cups, saucers, &c., and I really think, 
without any offence to you, that my brothier makes tei 
almost as well as you do ; to be sure we have no cream, 
and the milk seem^ to be rather watery. And what do 
you think we have to eat ? Not Mr. Plodwell^s stale 
bread, but really very nice rolls ; it makes me quite 
hungry to talk about tnem. There are regular things for 
dinner every day ; but I cannot tell you each of them 
now — it would look so like a bill of fare. Pray tell 
Robert to take care of my rabbits : I would not have 
them hurt for all .the world ; indeed I gave very parti- 
cular orders about them before I left home. I am quite 
sure nobody can starve here very well, for th^he are 
enough pastry-cooks'" shops to supply a himdred other 
places ; and all of them look so nice, and so tempting, thai 
It is hardly possible to resist. Besides these, there ace 
other people always standing about with baskets of frint) 
cakes, and suchlike things, just where we go into scbooH 
in case we should like to lay in provision for a dull Itason 
time : by-the-by, a boy was flogged the other day fci 
cracking nuts in church ; so I Siall take care to scvdd 
those noisy kind of eatables, and shall take barley-sugir 
in preference. Do not forget the rabbits. Give my Mi 
love to Papa and Sister, and believe me 

Your most affectionate Son, 

H. Rashleigh. 



IV. 

J2. Rashleigh, Esq. Stapylton, to Mr. S. Rask/eigh, Et<m> 

Stapylton HaU, April 7, 
MY DEAR SAM, 

Your mother has told you how glad we were to hear 
of your doing so well at Eton, and being so much 
pleased with your new situation. The second letter has 
made us still more content, and has eased me from a 
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good deal of anxiety, which I felt at not being able to 
accompany you in person. Now I am quite fit for that 
or any other und^takin^ ; and my gout, after havii^^ 
•ttackiM my lower extremities one after another, has left 
me just as well as ever again. My intention in sending 
you for so short a time at first was, that you might get 
accustomed to the place before you were fixed to a long 
continuance there. I suppose that among the Eton 
coaches you will be able to find a place for yourself and 
your brother as far as London, where I will meet you 
in person. We none of us expected that you would 
have been able to make your way so quickly ; indeed, 
upon second thoughts, I almost repented of having sent 
you to such a vast establishment, particularly without a 
ttvle finend there. It is much more creditable for you, 
«a it ia, to have made these for yourself, ^d I am per- 
fectly pleased with almost the whole account The tea 
and sugar which Henry mentions, I must confess that I 
think rather an unnecessary luxury. Bread and milk 
would do just as well, if not better ; and when I was a 
boy I had nothing else. But if it be the custom, I would 
by all means continue it, as I should not wish you to be 
angular in any thing. Your mother has given you some 
cai^tions re^)ectinff accidents. I must beg of you ako 
never to get in debt at any of those pastry-cooks'* shops 
which Henry confesses are so alluring. I have known 
boys reduced to* the most miserable shifts and evasions 
in consequence of this very fault : it is an imprudence 
of all others that I would wish the most to warn you 
i^gainst, and I shall trust to your good sense in this 
x^fispect. You may ^ve the same instructions to Henry, 
who perhaps requires them more than you do. You 
must r^nember that I am not an Etonian, and conse- 
quently must fortify yourself with an infinite quantity of 
patience to answer all the questions I shall put to you 
when I see you qext week ; for my curiosity will not h^ 
vary easily satisfied. Do not accust<nn yourself to those 
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phrases which I know are peculiar to public schools: in 
the first place I shall not be able to comprehend them*; 
and, secondly, I do not consider them at all omamentaL 
All the family join in best wishes and remembrances to 
you and Henry ; with, my dear Samuel; ^ 

Your most loving Father, 

R. Rashleigh. 
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NO. IV. 

May 1. — Mr. Warren ! Mr. Warren ! — I hear this daj 
sad reports of you. You say that you were visitefl ii 
the vacation by two of the Conductors of "Th( 
Etonian ;^ and one was ** a country-looking G^ntleman,^ 
and the other a gentleman with a " pert**' nose. Oh 
Mr. Warren ! Mr. Warren ! to talk m this manner c 
Gentlemen who have put so much money into you 
pockets. I blush for you ! Mind what you are abou 
Mr. Warren ! Somebody that you do not wot of 
very anxious to obtain tne post of our London pul 
lisher. 

Kac luau oif iirti rvjioi iviiadpwTtf, 

When next he comes to town, the Country Gentlemf 
shall construe the Greek to you. Very few Counti 
Gentlemen understand Greek, Mr. Warren ! 

I ought to have noticed, in our last Number, a cot 
position which I received previous to its appearance. 
Gentleman (I forget his signature,) has sfent us a Paroc 
of Gray'^s celebrated " Ooe to Eton College.*" I mu 
tell him plainly that such lines would suit Mr. Hoi 
better than Mr. Courtenay. I camiot imagine wh 
portion of our work' has mduced him to suppose th 



peregbine'^s sceap-book. '97 

lie Etoniaii'" could derive either profit or popularity 
n the insertion of any thing so disgustingly gross. 
& Epigrams which he has subjoined want novelty 

'y- - • ■ 

f[ay 4.— I have the permission of the author of 
romva'^ to insert the following Stanzas, which were 
;inaUy a part of that exquisite poem, but were sub- 
uently omitted. The first extract fmned a sort of 
•eduction to the subject : — 

When last at Coventiy, I stopp'd to dine 
At the Kmg's.Head, a house ne'er known to fail 
In Worcester cider, and in Shropshire ale. 

The wine 's not quite so good.— (Take notice, Reader^ . 

In case hereafter at that inn you call ; 
For my own part I 'm but a moderate feeder, 

And 'tis but rarely I drink wine at all ; 
It 's apt to mstke one bilious. — Should you need a 

.Glass, lest your dinner or your palate pall, 
Restrain your appetite — and 1 'II engage 
. You find good port at Da'entry, the next stage.) 

This by the way. I sometimes step aside. 

As Poets always should, to give advice ; 
They are the world's instructors, — and should hide 

In trope and figure many a precept nice ; 
Morals and maxims they should all provide, 

And homilies for every sort of vice ; 
They should lash vice, and honour virtue too, 
In short— do all that Byron scorns to do. 

Such were the bards of old — alone they wander'd 
In mystic dreams through haunted dell and grove, 

On thoughts sublime their giant spirits ponder'd. 
Holding high converse with the powers above : 

Mankind vdth awe their precepts heard, and wonder'd, 
And well repaid those precepts with deep love ;^ 

They fiear'd no critic's censure — sought no praise — 

For critics lived not in those golden days. 

But I, who am no wine-bibber, and rather 

With my beef-steak prefer a pot of beer. 
At Covenfay resolved to go no farther — 

" I think," said I, « I '11 take my dinner here.— 

vol. III. F y 
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I see my mare is in a perfect lather ; 

Since dawn I Ve ridden fifty miles, or near." 
And so I stopp'd, and bade my host prepare 
Com and veal-cutlets— for myself and mare. 

The cutlets came, rich, and well-done, and smoking, 
(Ketchup improves veal-cutlets very much) 

My host came too, a man much given to joking. 
Short, fat, and fond of smoking, like the Dutch, 

-So. much, indeed, as to be quite provoking ; 
But, being quite alone, 1 thought that such 

A plump, good -humour 'd, jolly man as he 

Might prove indifferent good company. 

And so in fact I found him — down we sate 
To pipe and porter ; quick the jug went round. 

And warm and warmer wax'd the high debate, 
(I thought his politics extremely sound.) 

But when he saw that it was growing late. 
He brought a ponderous quarto, clasp'd and bound. 

And read an old and wondrous tale, which I, 

Most courteous Reader, mean to versify. 

The next Stanza was intended to follow Stanza X. 

Success to Cobbett ! Patriot wise and brave ! 

Long has he sacrificed at Freedom's altar ! 
Success to Cobbett ! May he shortly have 

The rich requital he deserves — a halter ! 
^Success to her whom he intends to save 

From Slavery's chains, and may no scoundrel alter 
Her old fine laws, no rebel hand tear down 
Her dreaded Standard and her honoured Crown I 

After Stanza XI. — 

We live in wiser days. Ere on our isle 

Had Norman William bent his eagle eye, 
The Saxon Nobles found it worth their while 

To exercise a deal of tyranny. 
The abject peasants scarce were seen to smile, 

They lived upon hard blows and drudgery, 
Follow'd their Lords to war with bills and axes, 
And paid, in peace, unconscionable taxes. 
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The passage of Gkxliva through Coventry was* de- 
ibed m the following manner :— ' 

At length the tramplmg of a horse's feet 
DispeU'd that breathless silence, the deep hush 

Of hearts o'erflowmg; and along the street. 
Her cheeks o*er-crimson'd by a mantling blush » 

Borne on a palfrey, whiter than the sleet 
Unstain'd that flutters from some frozen bush, 

Godiva pass'd — her charms unveil'd and bare — 

It mattered little — ^for no eye was there. 

Oh that I was a Poet ! that my pen 

Could give the Reader the most faint idea 
Of that most lovely vision ! ne'er again 

(At least I'm sure 1 hope not) shall we see a 
Sight to compare with what — none look'd on then,— 

So beauteous, or so shocking—- could there be a 
New spectacle of that kind, I foretell 
A modem mob would not behave so well. 

May 10. — I have received to-day what I cannot but 
asider a very extraordinary request, from a gentlemaa 
10 dates from Pl3rmouth, and signs himself " Devoni- 
sis.*" He wishes us to ransack the files of old news- 
pers in order " to rescue from oblivion an ingenious 
I (fesprit, which appeared in the Morning Chronicle^ 
out eight years a^. It was written in the character 
an Eton Boy, who was one of the Salt-bearers in the 
ontem, in the year 1812 or 1813, as well as I can re-^ 
llect, and who, being stationed at a spot where the 
embers of the Queen's Council must pass in their way 
Windsor, had occasion to stop the carriages of those 
►ble Lords, and make the usual application for Salt, 
is account of the reception which he met with from the 
fferent Lords, particularly Lords Eldon and Ellen- 
)rough, and Sir William Grant, was most humorous 
id characteristical." 

MY DEAR DEVONIENSIS, 

I have a great respect for the Morning Chronicky and 
have a great respect for the Queen'*s Council, and I 

f2 
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have a great respect for the Salt-bearer, and I have a 
great respect for you! But, seriously speaking, my bu- 
reau has no room for antediluvian Chronicles, and my 
Publication has no room for political squibs. 

There is yet another part of your letter which I must 
notice. You say, " I "mil give you, on the other side, a 
couplet written oy the Marquis Wellesley, while at your 
illustrious Seminary — communicated by Sir Thomas 
Tyrwhitt.'" I will msert it, because I suppose it has (to 
use an expression of a friend of mine) ^^ lots of .wit, if 
one could find it out.^ 

** Turn Crocus obductam lento conamine glebam 
Dimovet> et sommam flavus inaurat humuiii.'* 

I believe the Marquis Wellesley has much better 
verses than these s^t down to his account, in a compilation 
called the "Miisae Etonenses l"^ 

May 1 4. — Transcribed some more Poetry, by Edward 
Morton: — 

Hiere was a voice, a foolish roice. 

In my heart's summer echoing through me ; 

It bade me hope, it bade rejoice, 
And still its sounds were precious to me ; 

But thou hast plighted that deep vow. 

And it were sin to love thee now ! 

I will not love thee ! I am taught 

To shun the dream on which I doated, 
And tear my soul from every thought 

On which its dearest vision floated ; 
And I have prayed to look on thee 
As coldly as thou dost on me. 

Alas ! the love indeed is gone, 
. But still I feed its melancholy; 
And the deep struggle, long and loue^ 
, That stifled all my youthful foIly» 

Took but away the guilt of sin. 
And left me sJl its pain within. 
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A^ea t if thoa hadst seen the heart. 

The silly heart, thou wert beguiling. 
Thou would'st not have inflamed the smart. 

With all thy bright unconscious smiling ; - 

Thou would'st not so have fann'd the blaze, 
That grew beneath those quiet rays ! 

Nay t it was well V— for smiles like this 
Delay'datleast my bosom's fever! « 

Nay ! it was well, since hope and bliss 
Were fleeting quicldy, — and for e/er, 

To snatch them as they pass'd away. 

And meet the anguish all to-day ! 

ave to inform Amicus, who inquires after a reprint 
ir three first Numbers, that we think the 750 we 
sold sufficient to answer the purpose for .which tKis 
was conunenced, and that we ao not, at present^ 
nplate any future Edition. 

\y 16. — Received this day a copy ;Df versed on 
ior armis Luxuria,^ from our bija-V^rrespondent, 
)igo.'" This puts me in mind of a sort of promise 
e that his Essay should appear in N*: VIII.; and^ 
examining my papers, 1 am very sorry to be"; 
d to confess that the Article has been mislaid-— > 
find no traces of it. I am, however, the less 
at this, because I had rather offend Robigo by the 
on, than injure him by the insertion, of his Contri* 
1. The truth is, that, in my opinion, neither the 
' nor the Poem come up to the nigh estimation Vin. 
I the talents of the Author are so deservedly held., 
lim revise such rhymes as these before he is very 
^ with me for the opinion which I have most: sin-; 
J expressed: — 

" TiU Venus rising, Ever-smilmg "— 

** For sprightly song, For ages gone " — 

" lo Triumphe ! Loudly shout ye." 

^t him re-consider the following stanzas, and reflect 
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whether they are likely to add to a really high reputa* 
tion. I will l>egin with his exordium: — 

** In days of yore, when fabled lore 
And mystic speech obtam'd, 
Th* Heavenly Conclave began to rave. 
Nor threats their spleen restrain'd." 

SeiCt here is a bit of the boastings of Mars: — 

** Who can deny the Mastery 
To me whose arm is strong ; 
Whose powerful sway, from day to day. 
Tolls I>eath's deep ding, ding, dong?" 

I will extract one more stanza, butRolngo must pardon 
me for altering one Vord, and taking the sentimrat inta 
my own mouth : — 

** Ye penmen silly obey my call. 
Obey my sovereign will ; 
Which knows no law, which feels no awe ; 
Obedience yield — be still!" 

Maj/ 18. — Inserted a letter from our old fnend Allen 
I^ Blanc. I am so little acqujunted with Oxford, its con- 
cerns, and its inmates, that I am ignorant whether the 
personages Allen describes are real or fictitious. M 
they are real, they are painted in such a manner that 
they cannot take offence at the colouring. If they st^ 
fictitious, I am sure nobody will feel any difficult ii 
findni^ an orimial for them somewhere. — There is lire it 
eveiy touch of his pencil. 

May 2L — Many thanks to an ingenious Corresponden 
fpr h» voluminous translation of Tasso's ** Gierti 
salemme Liberata.*" I can positively afford room for D 
more than tlie following aescription of Armida fror 
Canto IV. 

XXVIII. 

Few suns had shone and set, or ere she came 
\\liere the Frank tents were bleaching in the gale 
Around the towers of Salem, nor had fame 
Been silent, for and wide was spread the tale ; 
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And as when, in broad day some meteor flame 
Is »een above the astonLsh'd world to sail, 
The camp is roused : all eye to see the Dame, 
All ear to know the whence, the why she came. 

XXIX. 

No mien so noble, and no form so £ur. 
Could Argos, or e'en Cyprus, boast of yore ; 
The glowing ringlets of her golden hair 
Shone through the elegant white veil she wore» 
Hid, but transparent, as the sunbeams are 
By fleecy clouds when faintly shrouded o'er ; 
Or, was her veil thrown back, those ringlets shone 
As bright and glorious as a noontide Sun. 

XXX. 

Hie wanton breeze, that 'mid her soft locks play'd. 

Added more curls to those which Nature wove ; 

With downcast look she stood, as if afraid 

She might too lavish of her beauties prove ; 

Her cheeks were of the ivory, inlaid 

With roses, and the blended colours strove 

As rivals for the mastery — her mouth 

Was roseate, with breath sweet as the sweet Souths 

XXXI. 

Her bosom next disclosed its spotless snows. 
From whence the fires of love abroad are shed > 
Part only of her breast the tunic shows. 
Young, soft, and tender, and o'er part is spreads- 
Envious ; and yet that envy only knows 
To stay the eyes, the amorous thought had sped 
Beneath the surface, and within is flown. 
Far from content with outward charms alone. 

XXXII. 

E'en as the sun's warm ray will penetrate 

Water or crystal, and yet not cUvide, 

Thus the free thoughts an entrance will await. 

Although the ves^ that entrance hath denied ; 

And sacrilegiously they contemplate 

Tlie scenes which fancy pictures far and wide. 

And then describe them to the warm desires^ 

And with new fuel feed the living fires. 
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May 26. — Received the following, amongst other more 
valuaUe contributions, from our old friend W. 

Woman and Hope ! I love the two,' 

Though bards and sages flout them ; 
They 're tiresome oft, and oft untrue. 

But who could live without them ? 

May 28.— A friend informs me that the expression of 
Scahger, relative to one of the Odes of Horace, wasjad 
the King of Persia, as I have erroneously put forth, 
but ^' Rex Tarraconensis.'" Another friend informs me, 
on Lady Morgan^s authority, that the King in question 
was " the King of Naples.*" 

'< Strange that such difference should be, 
Twixt Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee !" 

My dear Critics, what does it signify to you or me, 
whether Scaliger's Hyperbole Ughted upon Rex Persicus, 
or Rex Tarraconensis, — the King of Naples, or the 
Ein^ of Clubs ? 

may 29. — Bless me ! Here is a Coitus Poetarum rush- 
ing in. I shall n§ver get through the serried phalanx. 
I must make a desperate sally ! First have at you Mr. 
^' Remove !^ — there ; you are an inoffensive and well- 
disposed gentleman, so I will not hurt you. Aha! 
" Nestor !" I will not hurt you either, old friend ! — ^you 
are too old. Holloa, good " Vindex,'' with your ** Ad- 
dress to Lord Liverpool,^ you come with a threatening 
aspect indeed ; there ! I have brought him down ; I 
have flung our tenth Resolution at him. What— 
" Senex^ here ? Oh ! you are in a passion because I 
would not insert your " Letter to the Boys.*" I'll just 
sharpen a "Private Correspondence,^ and fling it at 
you, — He runs. " Judex^ too — ^you are enraged because 
I have not enough serious stuff. — You make home-thrusts 
indeed ! Where is N". IV. ? It must be my shield f 
Murder ! Here is the Editor of the " Apis Matina," 
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with din Epic on the fall of Palmyra in his hand. I 
must send my " Aristotle *" at liim. — There ! I have 
overturned him in a twinkling. H^ ! ha ! there is Mr. 

C in the way, with his swpird of Hypercriticism. I 

think I wotft run ! — ^the weapon is very blunt. There 
is somebody in the rear of the battle, looking most kindly 
severe: what has he to say.'* He says, "We are all 
lofflBg our lime; we shall repent this at Cambridge.*" 
That was a hard hit ; but take care. Sir ! It shall go 
hard with you if any of the Club are Wranglers ! — 
Bless me ! here is " Bos,^^ roaring that " there is no 
merit in ^ The Etonian !' It worft hve fifty years ! I '11 
shoot him in the head ! — No ! that 's invulnerable !" Stay 
a minute. Sir ; — I must load with the new Number ! 
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THE KING OF CLUBS. 

\. : :. ■.' 

Saturni, 23* die Junii, 1821. • 

The Club met according to custom ; but there was little or 
business to be transacted, and there was a melancholy 
pparent in every face, which checked every attempt at 
QiDour. It will not be difficult to account for this depres- 
on of spirits, when it is remembered that the existence? of 
^ King of Clubs is drawing to its close. Another brief 
^onth, and the crowned head and sceptred hand will return 
om their exalted station to their original obscurify ; the 
ing of Clubs will die, and the Gambling-house will be the 
ceptacle of his body. — " Sic transit gloria mundi.'* 
The Members chewed the cud, and drank the punch in 
ence ; they had almost emptied the bowl, when Mr. Qo« 
srtly, dipping his ladle somewhat deeper than usual* 
OMght up a small piece of paper from the bottom. It was 
ened, and read by the President ; and as I have nothing 
e to insert, I am ordered to present to the Public the 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THE PUKCH-BOWL. 

*' Autobiography is very much in fashion at the present 
y. Mr. Cobbett writes Autobiography, and Mr. Hunt 
'ites Autobiography ; why then should Criticism turn up 
r nose at the Autobiography of a Punch-bowl ? 
** I was made on the 20th of October, 1820; and wafi 
onounced, by an admiring Public, a fine Bowl. Every 
Kly found something to commend in me; some liked my 
ireetness, and some my acidity — some praised me because I- 
as strong enough, and some because I was not too strong. 
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There were few tasters who did not look forward with plea* 
sure to a second draught. 

'' In a short time the usual vicissitudes of popular &?oar 
afflicted me. People began to find in me a hundred faults, 
of which they had not so much as dreamed before. I was too 
sour, and too noisy, and too heavy ; I. inspired nothing but 
puns and quibbles ; every fume I sent forth savoured of 
Satire ; every cup I filled tasted of Absurdity. 'It was said, 
thai I made young heads giddy, and disrespectful to their 
superiors ; that I was a sad abettor of idleness and imperd* 
>ience ; that I was an utter enemy to all discipline and regof 
larity ; in short, that I ought never to be tolerated in the 
place of which I had possessed myself. 

" Even my Patrons, the Members of the Club, began to 
cool in their good opinion of me. ' The King of Clubs/ like 
many other Kings, began to think of sacrificing' his Favourite,' 
in order to conciliate popular favour: my spirits subsided* 
and I began to be of opinion that the Members were aU^ 
cracked, and that I should be cracked too, in a short time. 
I believe I owed my safety to a fortuitous circumstance, to 
which I never look back without exultation, — -Mr. Oakley^ 
my most formidable enemy, dared to introduce a Xea^t 
into the Club-Room. The Members retreated from his Hag 
with disgust ; and, though I never could get rid of the vile, 
little intruder, yet a proposal for exiling me, and substituting 
chocolate, was negatived by a large majority. 

*' I kept my place, therefore, and although I continued to. 
irieet with my quantum suff, of disapprobation from many with, 
whose stomachs I disagreed, I did not cease from being the 
nectar of the Club, and the inspiration of the writings of 
'-The Etonian.' The fame of me was diffused far and wide, 
and the brightest ornaments of Mater Etona became anxious 
to have a hand in my composition. They were perpetually 
sending presents of ingredients, and my limited circum- 
ference was frequently unable to contain their liberality.* 
One poured in a stream of Good Sense ; another gave me a 
sparkling fountain of Wit ; a third dropped from his hand 
the sugar of Urbanity ; a fourth scattered on my surface the 
flowers of Parnassus. The disposition to jollity, which I 
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md upon my first appearance betrayed, was gradually refined. 

beciune as quiet and civil a Punch-bowl as ever was con- 
octed. Even Ladies ventured to sip firom me, and Exqui* 
ilea pronounced me tolerable. The playful Fancy, which 
dictated the * Mvch to Moscow' was derived from my influr. 
noe — ^the pen which wrote ' Godiva' was dipped in my liquid. 
¥lien I am accused of misdemeanors, and riot, and disa^STec- 
km, I answer by holding up a list of my friends ! — You 
hall know me by the company I keep. 

•* Yet why do I complain of hostility or censure ? I never? 
lad reason to do so : my greatest friends, it is true, mixed up 
omething of condemnation with their praises ; but I need not 
ret on this account, since my bitterest enemies united some-* 
biDg of approbation with tbeir sarcasms. It has been my 
«culiar lot to please and to displease every body. One 
onsidered me lukewarm, but there was sometimes a mellow- 
less in my taste which pleased him ; another thought me 
oaipid, but there was sometimes a little acid in my beverage, 
rhich redeemed me from total neglect ; a third complained 
hat too much of me sent him to sleep, but still he came to 
ae, because he fuund a little of me was enlivening; a fourth 
wore I was death to the senses, but yet he had an affection . 
or me, because I gave life to the feelings. 

" The incidents of my short life have been few, but among 
hose whom they immediately concerned they of couvsc ex- 
ited great interest. Wherever ' The Etonian' made his ap- 
pearance, * The King of Clubs' led the way with the Punch-. 
towl in his arms; I was tasted by the literati, who read every 
hing, and the illiterate, who read nothing at all. Many .a 
llutton in literature smacked his lips at my. approach, and- 
aany a boarding-school belle relinquished the unbroached 
Tears of Sensibility' for the more inviting flavour of the 
trearas of his Majesty's Punch-bowl. . . 

" These glorious days, however, are fleeting swiftly away ! 
)nce more will my orb be replenished,- and the potion I will 
hen afford shall be sweeter than I ever afforded before! 
)nce more, and then my wonted spirits will no longer 
fiervesce within me ; my wonted friends will no longer laugh 
lound me ; I shall be as sorrowful . as the hearts of my 
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patrons, — as empty as the heads of my detractors!— ^Almighty' 
Bacchus! Shall his Majesty's Punch-bowl sink into a vile 
piece of crockery? Ere plebeian lips shall defile the rim 
which the touch of a King hath hallowed, — ere the vessel ia 
which wit has bathed, shall become the receptacle of eartldy 
liquor,— 

* Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts. 
Dash it to pieces.* 

Before this dreadful consummation shall take place, let me, 
as far as possible, provide for the probable contingency. l[ 
know that when my protector, ' The King of Clubs,' shall 
have vacated his throne, a crowd of petty calumniators will 
arise, to hide my good qualities and exaggerate my failings. 
Let me, then, draw my own character beibre a less partial 
hand shall do it for me, and tell you what candour will say 
by*and-by of the Punch-bowl. 

** It had many filings, but it had some viirtues to counter- 
balance them; it promoted a fisishion of levity, an indifference 
to r6buke, and an appearance of improprieties which never 
in reality existed. Many persons have assumed the dress of 
sanctity where sanctity was not; but few, like * The King of 
Clubs,' have taken to intoxication in print, in order to ap*. 
pear to the world worse than they actually were. But, on 
the other hahd, the Punch-bowl gave life and vivacity to: 
' The Etonian,' which had never been found in the shop of 
Mr. Twining. It had the grace of novelty, which is no 
small recommendation where youth is to be the judge; and 
it afforded an opportunity of talking a great deal of nonsense, 
which could not have been talked half so well round a copper 
kettle or a silver urn. It was always warming, — often ex- 
hilarating, — seldom, I hope, intoxicating, — never, I am sure, 
unwholesome." 

The composition, from whatever pen it proceeded, was re- 
ceived with great approbation ; and as the punch and its bio- 
graphy were coming to an end together, the Club prepared 
to adjourn^ Previous to their separation, however, Mr. 
CouRTENAT rosc and spoke to the following purpose: — 
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MR. COURTENAY TO HIS CONTRIBUTORS. 

xentlemen, — As this is almost the last time I shall have 
mour of addressing you in my capacity of President of 
sittings, I wish to make one request of you and all our 
Contributors. The curiosity of the Public is much excited 
cting the names of our writers, and I, for one, am very 
lling to disappoint a Public which has been so very kind 
; — I therefore hope that all those who have favoured us 
their support, will let me kn6w as soon as possible whe* 
to all or to any of their articles they will allow me to 
b their names in our Tenth and last Number." — {Heaty 
hear.y 

(Signed) 

R. HODGSON, 

Secretary. 
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THE COUNTRY CURATE. 



-Tenui censu, sine crimiue notunny 



Et properare locoy et cessare, et quaerere, et uti.— iioR. 

It was vdth feelings of the most unmixed delight that: 
on my way to the North I contemplated spenduig on*- 
evening vnth my old friend Charles Torrens. I caB' 
him my friend, although he is six or seven years my 
senior ; because his manners and his habits have alwaji ' 
nearly resembled those of a boy, and have seemed more 
suitable to my age than to his. Some years ago, partfy 
in consequence of his own imprudence, the poor fellow 
was in very low circumstances ; but he has now, by one 
of those sudden freaks of fortune, which nobody knows 
how to account for^ become sleek and fat, and well-to^ 
in the world ; with a noble patron, a pretty wife, and 
the next presentation to a living of a thousand a-year. 

I arrived at the village of about sunset, and 

inquired for the house of Mr. Torrens. Of the chil- 
dren to whom I applied no one seemed to understand 
me at all ; at last one of them, a cuter lad than his 
companions, scratched his head for half a minute, and 
exclaimed, " Oh ! why, sure, you mean Master Charles, 
our Curate ! Gracious ! to think of calling him Mr. 
Torrens ! "^ — I afterwards learned that this hopeful dis- 
ciple had the office of looking to the Curate's night- 
Unes. However, he led me to the house, giggling all 
the way at the formality of " Mr. Torrens.'^ I was 
prepared by this to find my old acquaintance as warm, 
and as wild, and as childish as ever. 

His residence was a red brick dweUing-house, which 
you would call a house by right, and a cottage by 
courtesy: it seemed to possess, like the owner, aU 
requisites for hospitality and kindness, and to want, like 
him, all pretensions to decoration and show. " This is 
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it should he !^ I said to myself, ^^ I shall sleep 
undly beneath such a roof as this ;^* and so I threw up 
e latch of the garden-gate, and went in. . Charles was 
. the kitchen-garden behind the house, looking at his 
n^wberry-beds. I walked round to meet him. I 
ill not describe the pleasure with which we shook 
udds ; my readers well know what it is to meet a dear 
id cherished friend after a long absence. I know not 
hkh was the happier of the two. 

** Well,^ he said, " here I am, you see, settled in a 
lUg competency, with a dry roof over my head, and a 
ttk bit of turf around me. I have had some know- 
dge of Fortune^s shppery ways, and I thank my 
tars that I have pretty well got out of her reach. 
Iharles Torrens can never be miserable while there ^s 
|ood fishing every hour in the day in his Lordship^s 
Kmds, and good venison every Sunday in tKe year in 
m Lordship^s dining-room. Here you see me settled, 
IS it were, in my atium cum dignitate, without a wish 
iqrond the welfare of my wife, and the ripening of my 
nekms; and what gives my enjoyments their greatest zest. 
Peregrine, is, that though the road to them was rather a 
UQy one, I kept out of the gutters as well as I could. 
What is it Horace says. Peregrine? 

" Neque msyorem feci ratione maid rem. 
Nee sum facturus vitio culpdve minorem ; " 

that is, I did not grow rich like a rascal, and I shaVt 
grow poor like a fool ! — ^though (thanks to my uncle, the 
Nabob,) I can afford to ^ve a young friend a bed and 
a breakfast, without pinchmg myself and my servants the 
next week ! But bless me ! how I am letting my tongue 
run on ; — I havVt introduced you to Margaret yet,*" and 
«) saying, he took my arm, and hurried me into his draw- 
ing-room. His bride was a very pleasing woman — a, lover 
nug^t well call her a beautiful one ; she seemed about 
ooe-and-twenty, and possessed every requisite to confer 
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haf^Hness upon a husband of my friend'^s wandering ha- 
bits ; she had sufficient good-nature to let him wander 
abroad, but she had, at the same time, sufficient attrac- 
tions to keep him at home; her forbearance never 
scolded him for his stay at another^s hearth, but her 
good sense always took care to make his own agreeaUe 
to him. A clever nife would have piqued him, a silly 
wife would have bored him ; Margaret was the '^ Aurea 
mediocritas^ and I could see that he was sincerely at- 
tached to her. 

The next morning I walked into his hbrary, and was 
not a httle amused by the heterogeneous treasures which 
it presented. Paley seemed scnnewhat surprised to find 
himself on the same shelf with *'' The ccMnplete An^er,^ 
and Blair, in his decent vestment of calf-slm, was loddng 
with consummate contempt upon the Morocco coat a 
his next neighbour. Colonel Thornton. A fowling-pleee, 
fishing-rod, and powder-horn, were the principal deconu 
tions of the room. « 

On the table was a portfolio containing a variety <A 
manuscripts, unfinished Sermons, Stanzas, connplete in all 
but the rhymes ; bills, receipts, and recipes for tne diseases 
of horses. Among them I found a little Memorandum- 
book for 1818: it contained a sketch of his way of life 
previous to his accession of fo^une. I transcribed four 
days of it, and hope he will thank me for putting them 
in print. 

" Monday^ 10 o'clock, — Breakfast. Mem. My derk 
tells me admirable coffee may be made with burnt crusts 
of bread — an ingenious plan and a frugal ! — am en* 
gaged to eat my mutton with the Vicar of the next 
parish, so that I have leisure to speculate for to-mcar- 
row. — 12 o'clock. Rode over to my aunt Picquet's. 
N. B. A plaguy old woman, but has excellent cherry- 
brandy, and all the fruits of Alcinous in her garden* 
Managed to obUge her by conveying home sqpie fine 
pines m a basket. — 5 o'^cloctc. Dinner. — Old Decker, bis 
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wife, and young Decker of Brasennose.— -Me/7z. Young 
I>Bcker a great fool, but takes good care of the cellar. 
On my return sent my pines to the Hall (know Sir 
Harry'^s have failed this year), and received, per bearer, 
an invitation to join in the eating to-morrow. 

" IWsday.— After breakfast a water-excursion with 
the Hon. F. Groree ; the poor little fellow very inge- 
niously fell out of the boat. I contrived to catch him 
by the collar in time to prevent him from spoiling his 
curls; but he was" quite outrageous because I ruined his 
neckcloth. Eh hien ! I lose nothing, for I never com- 
passed a dinner with the Countess yet. — 7 o'clock, 
JMnner at the Hall. A large party. Began my man- 
oeuvres very badly, by correcting a mistake of the old 
Gentleman^s about " Hannibal the Roman General ;*" 
recovered my ground, unconsciously, by a lucky dis- 
pute I had with • his opponent in pohtics. A good 
ainner; Hinted how much I preferred a saddle of 
of mutton cold. Praised the wine and drank it with 
equal avidity. In the evening played the flute, joined 
in a catch, and took a beating at chess from her Lady- 
ship with all ima^nable complacency. Have certainly 
made great progress at the HaH. Must dance with the 
Baronet's daughter at the ball on Thursday. 

'^ Wednesday, — ^Wet mdrning. Nothing to be done. 
Cold saddle, with complinfents, sent over from the Hall. 
Pocketed the affi*ont and dined on the mutton. 

" Thursday. — My mare has sprained her shoulder. 
How am I to get to the Rooms to-night ?— 1" o'clock. 
Walked out. Met young Lawson. Hinted Rosinante'^s 
calamity, and secured a seat in the curricle. — 10 o'clock. 
The curricle called. L. nearly lodged me in a ditch. 
^M reste, a pleasant drive. — Mem. To dine with him 
at six to-morrow, and he is to take me in the evening to 
a quadrille at. the Landrishes\ The Rooms very fuD. 
Certainly intended to dance with the Baronet's Beauty. 
Made a villenous mistake, and stood up with Caroline 
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Berry. My Roxana avoided me all the rest (^ the 1 Q; 
evening. How stupid ! Have certainly ruined myself 
attheHaU!" 

This sort of life must have been very annoying to '| I 
such a man as Charles Torrens ; however, he luu now 
freed himself from it. " Good-bye,'* he said, as we | j 
shook hands, and parted; ** You'll! come to us again, 
Perry, — I was a harum-scarum dog when you kne^me 
last ; but if the river of life is rough, there is nothing 
like an affectionate wife to steady the boat l^ 
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** Is this your joyous city, whose antiquity is of ancient days ?" 

Isaiah, xxiii. 7. 

Ye corses of your former selves, who boast 
Your frames gigantic, though the life be lost ; 
Whence came this desolation ? 0*er my soul 
The mingled visions of past ages roll. 
Since first the Dorian these proud structures placed 
With all that grand simplicity of taste. 
Which, eldest-born of Nature, plays its part, 
Scorning the tricks of meretricious Art, 
Builds on a model chaste, severe, sublime, 
Then flings his gauntlet at the foot of Time. 
Slow rose the work ; forth from the shapeless stone 
The fluted pillars leap*d, and like a zone 
Begirt each fabric — then the sculptor threw 
Frieze, cornice, architrave, in order due ; 
And last, with tablet plain, nor high ascent, 
Tower'd above all, the ponderous pediment. 
Tremble ye steers in neighbouring vales that feed, 
Full many a victim at yon hearth shall bleed ; 
While mounts on perfumed gale the choral lay, 
To greet the God whom Ocean's waves obey ; 



And round the shrine hU ploua votaries throng, 
Of morals pure, in rigid virtue Btrong. 
Hark to the lute and tuhret ! from each home 
The merry sounds of wassail Withely come, 
The wine-cup sparkles in the lamp's gay gleams. 
And female smiles dispense their brightest beams ; 
Drink, laugh, and love, no toilsome morrow fear, 
Tis Pleasure's holiday throughout the year. 
^But nho the reveller these feasts invite 1 
Tia he — the soft and sluggish Sybarite- 
Wake, bloated slaves of vice, at danger's call! 
The fierce Lucanian thunders at your wall j — 
And he shall lord o'er PKStum, till Ihef come. 
The lion-hearted legions of old Rome. ' 
She, Queen of Nations, o'er her subjects throws 
The Kzis of protection and repose; 
The halcyon calm is lasting, while afar 
Rolls the black tempest of destructive war. 
At last that shield was sbatter'd, but, though late, 
The crash was fearful, and the ruin great ; 
In rush'd the Pagan and the Norman horde. 
Fire glean'd the harvest, which had 'scap'd the sword. 
Yet these gaunt structures still remain — to show 
Time too can ruin, though bis work is slow. 
Meanwhile boon Nature, as in mockery, decks 
With braid of roses the old mould'ring wreck* 
Of prostrate sculpture; yet hath she denied 
The mantling ivy-foliage to hide 
The scars, which angry elements have made. 
When their wrath burst on that firm colonnade. 

A. L. B 
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is 
MICHAEL OAKLEY'S OBJECTIONS TO WIT. 

** Parcas luMbus, et jocis, rogamus, - 

Non cuicunque datum est habere nasum."— BfARTUL. " 

However I may be censured and ridiculed, or deserve 
censure and ridicule, in deviating from the genoal 
opinions of my friends and the Club, I neverthel^ fed 
convinced, that while I state a few of my objecdons 
against the mistaken notions of many, who fancy them- 
selves witty and facetious (nesdo quo judice)^ I am not 
the only one \fho has been repeatedly disgusted with 
those paltry and trifling quaintnesses which the multitude fti 
admire, and term wit. It has often been a source of 
wonder to me, that men, endowed with good sense and 
powerful abilities, should perpetually be employed m 
racking their brains, and torturing their powers of in- 
vention, merely for the purpose of gaining the applause 
and admiration of persons, who, in most instances, are 
unable to distinguish the sensible and praiseworthy finom 
the absurd and ridiculous. In notning are men so 
thoroughly and egregiously deceived, as in - this pard* 
cular. They mistake the babbUngs of«a frivolous and 

!)etulant tongue, for the corruscations of genius ; and 
iancy that they discover a fund of wit and humour in 
every fleeting joke, every sally of levity, which obtrudes 
itself upon their ears. But the man of sense restnuns 
his words and sentiments, while the multitude are tickled 
and delighted with this folly. That man alone sees all 
its weaknesses and all its futility — ^hears the utmost 
extent of its powers ; — ^yet disregards them. As a skil- 
ful boxer or cudgel-player, he reserves his attack upon 
it, until it Ues completely at his mercy ; and then, with 
one well-aimed ana decisive blow, humbles it to nothing] 
The love of praise, that most powerful incentive to the 
human heart, attacks, by different plots and manoeuvres, 
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whole of mankind. But it is my opinion, that of 
» methods of persuasion, few have been found more 
ing than the prospect of becoming enhobled by the 
ers of Wit. There is something so fascinating in 
idea of commanding the risible faculties of our 
ers, as it were, by ma^c ; — of " setting the table in 
ir,^ at will : and exacting dread and respect from all, 
ugh the medium of our satirical powers, that we may 
a short time, at least,) cease to wonder, that so many 
t sought fame by this alluring, though difficult, 
I. But if we calmly and coolly reflect upon the ob- 
les which many before us have undergone and yielded 
i the pursuit of this object, we shall, I am positive, 
ncdined to delay, if not to give up our purpose, 
ious to our enrolling, or attempting to enrol, our- 
58, amongst the herd of Wits. For Wit is a capri- 
9 and fickle Deity ; nor is every one, who desires 
: a distinction, calculated to be one of her favourites. 
, very few, are so highly gifted: all others, who 
Ige any pretensions to it, deserve nothing, save con- 
jt and ridicule. Let us remember, that " from the 
ime to the ridiculous there is but one step C — that a 
must either excel in this particular ^ or sink into a 
tier of trifles and absurdity. Our friend Horace 

** Mediocribus esse poetis 
Non homines, non Dii, uon concessdre columns:" 

(night have mentioned the same with regard to Wits. 
ut these are not the only objections which I enter- 
towards Wit. However exceDent and successful a 
may be in this respect, I certainly deem it, to say 
least of it, a most dangerous weapon. It may pro- 
y provoke the most quiet and generous temper ; and 
e us eneiiiies of those who are most worthy of our 
idship. Few csm bear the venom of its shaJfts with-, 
some considerable degree of irritation ; nay, if wq 
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can give any credit to the stories which are rm)rted 
concerning Archilochus and Hipponax, it has oiiTen 
those, against whom it was directed, to madness. But 
even supposing that these accomits are untrue, we miut 
allow that Wit has often been attended with very serious 
consequences, and called down a heavy punishment 
upon the head which cherished it. What tnumphi on 
the whole race of Wits, from former ages to the present 
day, boast of ? We shall find that most of those tri- 
umphs were purchased dearly by them. They htfe 
been imprisoned, beaten, ana tormented; they hate 
incurred general odium from generation to generation. 
However that facetious marksman. Aster of Ani|^ 

Slis, may deserve praise, who, when Philip was storming 
ethone, aimed an arrow at the conqueror, with the 
quaint direction, " To Phihp^s right eye ;'* we miiit 
confess that he acted foohshly in throwing away his Kfe, 
however good the joke might be. Poor Aster! he 
foimd to his cost that the wit of his head was over- 
balanced by the weight of his heels. Neither can we 
be persuaded that the jest of Pasouin against the sister 
of Pope Sextus Quintus procurea its author the molt 
enviable reward. The Pope offered a reward to any 
one who would discover that author: and Pasquin, 
relying upon his generosity, delivered himself up to the 
clutches of his Holiness ; who not only repaid lumr with 
the promised sum, but also with the loss of his handi 
and tongue ; which utterly disabled the satirist. . A man 
wha has felt the severity of a well-aiitf ed shaft of Wit 
will long perceive a rankling at the woui^d, and enoou* 
rage no friendly sentiment against him that inflicted it. 
JLauncelot Villers is a young man of good abilities, 
good fortune, and good character ; but employs all hii 
talents in the service of that most disgusting and de- 
spicable species of Wit — Punning. So much has thii 
cacoethesj this itch for a witty reputation, prevailed upos 
him^ that he allows every good quality to Ibe eclipsea hj 
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L No sentence escapes his lips, which does not teem 
riith words of double meaning ; with jests, in the pro« 
luction of which he tortures himself — ^in the relation, his 
L^arers. He wilj, previously to his appearing in any of 
he polite circles, -create a profusion of facetious remarks, 
rhich he treasures up in his mind ; and then seeks the 
ompany of his friends, with a brain overflowing with 
lonsense. In the course of conversation, he introduces 
■emarks, which he may play upon, and sets a kind of 
rap, as it were, for the words of others. By this means 
le contrives to publish his long-collected trash. But 
lowever my good friend Launcelot may congratulate 
liimself upon his ingenuity and skill in this branch of 
the art, I must beg leave to differ from him in his opi- 
nions (nil tanti est!) and inquire into all the advan- 
tages which he obtains by persevering in these pursuits. 
We will allow that he feels great self-applause and 
satisfaction in his attempts as a punster : — ^but, alas ! 
Launcelot is so delighted and engaged with this peculiar 
forte of his, that he Uttle considers how many he trou- 
bles and vexes with his endless flow of nonsense ; — ^how 
many fly from the torrent of words, which attends him 
everywhere; — and how many despise and disregard the 
newest and most elaborate eflilsions of his genius. Nor 
IB this to be wondered at ; for how can the remarks of an 
over-facetious companion always please us ? Variety is 
agreeable in every thing ; but if any one attempts to 
fUOceeipL in the pursuits of my friend, the stores of his 
brain must be inexhaustible, or his endeavours will 
inevitably fail. This is the case with Villers. We hear 
the same nonsense repeated day after day. His very 
Ham&'has become so notorious, that we hear his acquaint- 
ance defining every fooUsh and trifling pun, pvery stale 
and hackneyed attempt at wit, by that name. In short, 
he is looked upon as a most consummate coxcomb. 
Such is the reward of a punster ! 
Mark Egerton has the same good abilities, the same 

VOL. III. G 
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application and perseverance in the pursuit of his favou- 
rite object, and the same eagerness for being dubbed 
a Wit, as my above-mentioned friend. But he seeks 
that object hy another path ; which carries him as far 
from the desideratum as that course which Launeelot 
pursues. In company he is silent and reserved ; inso- 
much so, that many consider him as a mere cipher in the 
{X)lite circles. But as soon as he has retired from the 
rHKiety of his friends, and has seated himself securely 
in his closet, he gives full scope to his pen, and veoXn 
his satirical talents in sundry qpigrams, lampoons, 
satires ; in short, in every mode of composition, which 
has been or can be converted into a vehicle for this spe- 
cies of Wit. He attacks the conversation, the habits, 
the reputations, and the feelings, of friends and enemies 
indiscriminately ; and when he has, in his own mind, 
sufficiently acted the part of an executioner, he launches 
out his productions against those whom he has abused 
in the most absurd and imprincipled manner. But 
Mark''s brain is, unfortunately, no more qualified for 
the formation of epigrams or lampoons, than is that of 
Launeelot for puns and witticisms. The consequences 
are, that while he is unable to amuse, he ofiends and 
disgusts the whole round of his ^quaintance. No one 
smiles, but many frown at the fruits of his labour. At 
what price has he obtained the fame which, in fancy, he 
enjoys ? He has involved himself in three duels; has 
been several times rewarded with a horsewhip ; and has 
more than once been compelled by a Court of Law to 
'pay damages for some effervescence of his wit, which he 
has dared to display at the expense of prosecution for a 
libel. Most of the clubs about Town have either expel- 
led or black-balled him ; and if he ever attempts to en- 
roll himself in any of the others, he will doubtless be 
most resolutely opposed. Nor has his success with the 
fair sex been at all improved by his atten^pts at satire. 
Twice ha^ he been on the point of marriage; — twice 
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tiave his hopes been defeated by some absurdity, not 
exactly suited to the taste of his intended bride. The 
remainder of the tsex, knowing that, in the gratification 
of his Wit, he will neither spare their feelings nor their 
characters, have one and all agreed to reject his offers. 
From his own family he rarely experiences any kind^ 
ness ; nor is it to be wondered at. It is but lately that 
his faither made an alteration in his will, considerably to 
Mark's detriment, for some abuse and ridicule against 
the Bank Directors ; of which hbnourable and h^ily- 
respectable body the old gentleman is a member. What, 
then, are his triumphs ? Despised and persecuted by 
men ; rejected, though dreaded, by females ; an object 
of resentment to his father, and of aversion to his 
family ; — of what can he boast ? Poor Mark ! what a 
|nty it is that he should sacrifice his talents, his expecta- 
tions, an^ his friendships, to an object from which he 
will never gain honour or benefit ! 

Henry Lawson seeks the reputation of a Wit, by sh<»rt 
and biting remarks; in the distribution of which he is 
peculiarly successful. He assumes the manners and cha- 
racter of a Cynic ; and, to do him justice, they suit him 
remarkably well. His wit neither shows itself in the 
trifling and feeble puns of Launcelot Villers, nor in the 
epigrammatic nonsense of Mark Egerton ; but in sharp 
and taunting sarcasms, which, although they are seldom 
uttered, are never uttered without effect. He imitates, 
when in the society of his friends, the same mode of con- 
versation and behaviour which obtained, for a great li- 
terary man of the last century, the title of "Bear.'''' 
And we certainly cannot refuse the praise those efforts 
deserve, which have procured for Henry Lawson. the 
same enviable denomination. Not a shadow of doubt re- 
mains of his superiority in this particular: nor can we deny 
that he has been pre-eminently successful and triumph- 
ant ; if that can be deemed success and triumph, which 
causes our friends to shun and avoid us, as they would 

G 2 
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avoid a dangerous animal; — ^which creates us enemies 
from day to day, and calls down upon us universal odium 
If this, 1 say, can obtain success, Henr}|has fully obtamed 
it. Does he accost an acquaintance, with a view to con- 
versation? his inquiry is hastily answered by those to 
whom he addresses himself ; — they leave him inunediately 
with the same speed which they would exert in flyii^ 
from the wand of an enchanter. Does he make his appear- 
ance at the Public Dinners — the Conversaziones— the 
Concert— the Assembly — the Theatre? The seats which 
he approaches are deserted; the innocent mirth and 
sportive freedom of conversation cease; the song is 
hushed; the gaiety is at an end. All dread him as a 
Critic and Censor, vet all detest him as an Intruder and 
a Cynic ; — he is alike the object of uneasiness and fear; 
of disgust and odium. What can be his motives for ac- 

Suiring a name by such a morose, such an u^nvitiog 
isplay (rf his talents? 
So much for the Wit of words. I have stated my 
objections against Wit, taken in this Ught : I will now 
make a few observations upon that species, which is 
termed the Practical: to whidi I am not at all more par- 
tially inclined. This, although it generally affords con- 
siderable amusement to all, with the exception of those 
who are marked out for the purpose of displa3nuig its 
powers, may, in many respects, be extended far be- 
yond the bounds of reason or temperance. It may 
involve its authors in sundry unpleasant dilemmas, to 
say nothing worse of the matter ; yet many are so com- 
pletely addicted to it, that, for the sake of raising a 
laugh, they will not scruple to run into difficulties and 
absurdities, from which they wiD be unable to extricate 
thernselves. 

There is not a more jovial companion, a more amusing 
acquaintance, or a more warm and generous hearted 
fellow, take him all in all, than my worthy and merry 
frieiid, Anthony Sedgwick. But poor Tony is -most 
consummately addicted to thislast-mentioned species of 
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Vit ; and, although he frequently has cause to repent 
f his mischievous yet diverting tricks, I fear that he 
lever will cease from them, until he precipitates himself 
nto some fatal error. Poor Tony ! if there is a row^ he 
Qust be concerned in it ; — ^if a hoax is to be played off 
ipon some object of disUke, Tony is sure of bemg ap* 
pointed head manager ; — if an insult is to be offered to 
my person, the care and direction of it devolves upon 
Tony. He certainly is esteemed amongst his compamons 
as the soul of fun, and the Ufe of mirth ; but this • 
honour is purchased at a most exorbitant price. He is 
perpetually frightening his family out of their wits, by 
some ingenious contrivance or other. His brothers and 
sisters are alike the objects of his amusement , nor can 
he always refrain from irritating the weak nerves of his 
mother, or the passionate temper of his father. It was 
but last winter, that, after having performed the part of 
a ghost for several nights with great satisfaction to him- 
seB, and consternation to the neighbourhood, some one, 
more courageous than the rest, aimed a gun at him, by 
meaas of which he received a tolerable sharp admonition 
in his leg. When at Eton, his propensity to mischief 
hurried him. into an infinity of punishments and diffi- 
culties. "He was a perpetual, though unwilling votary 
of the block ; and was within an ace of expulsion, from 
sending a package to the Head Master, which upon 
examination was found to cont^ nothing more or less 
than a dead dog, and a score of brick-bats. His Dame 
also was a sufferer from several of his amusing, though 
dangerous, exploits. Not long ago, he was detected m 
distributing letters of invitation to the house of a rich 
citizen, and was compelled to make a most humble and 
degrading apology, that he might escape the punishment 
which hoaxers deserve. Another time, while cros^ng 
the Thames with his sisters, he attempted to terrify them 
by rocking the slender skiff in which tney had embarked ; 
but giving it rather too sudden a motion, he absolutely 
upset it. His folly involved the whole company in a 



126 THE ETONIAN* 

complete sousings and most probably would have termi- 
natea fatally, had they not been in the vicinity of other 
boats. He had reason to expect a considerable legacj 
from a maiden aunt, whose particular favourite h^ was. 
until he conunitted murder upon the bodies of two cats 
whom I suppose he considered as his rivals in her affec 
tions ; and m addition to this crime (heinous indeed ii 
the eyes of an antiquated maid !) he contrived to preci 
pitate a couple of daws down the chimney of her par 
lour ; which, besides throwing the poor woman int( 
hysterics, dislodged a considerable quantity of soot fron 
its receptacle, to the utter abolition of that purity an( 
neatness which pervades the apartments of a maidei 
lady. But it is needless to extend the enumeration o 
these tricks any further. All that I can hope is, that h 
may escape any unfortunate accident from the effects o 
his folly a few years longer, when he may pjgrhaps b 
induced to discontinue them, by the more sound reason 
ings of maturity. 

A few more words shall conclude tlie objections o 
iVIichael Oakley. Let us all consider, before we ente 
upon the various pursuits of Wit, whether the objec 
which we seek will repay us for the difficulties, th 
hazard, and the odium, which we must undergo in ob 
taining it. Let us observe the repulse which other 
meet with — the slender triumph which generally crown 
their most ardent expectations. It is not necessary tha 
wisdom and talent should be discovered in Wit alone 
on the contrary, an outward show of it frequentl; 
reveals to us a shallow brain and an insufficiency of un 
derstanding, which it labours, though ineffectually, t< 
conceal. 

I cannot conclude this essay better than in the wordi 
of Pope :— 

** Unhappy Wit, like most mistaken things, 
Atones not for the envy which it brings^ 
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In youth alone its empty praise we boast, 

Bat soon the short-lived vanity is lost, 

Hien most our trouble still, when most admired. 

And still, the more we give, the more required. 

Whose ferae with pains we guard, but lose with easje, 

Sure some to vex, but never all to please ; 

'Tis what the vicious fear ; the virtuous shun ; 

By foids *t is hated, and by knaves undone." M. 0. 
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" Ibant obscuri solA sub nocte per umbras." — Ms, vi. 

I. 

Come not, dear thought of her I lost, 
Amidst the cares of daily life ; 

Nor mingle with the vulture-host 
Of self-reproach, or inward strife : 

Nor come amidst the lighter joys, 
^ Of youth and social feeling horn ; 

But in the mind's half-slumhering mood, 
When weary care retires to rest, 

When all within is solitude. 
Descend, dear visionary guest ! 

— ^Nor come, sweet shadow that thou art ! 

Amidst the hum and glare of day ; 
Thy gentle visits to my heart 

Must never meet her peering ray : 

— But on the solemn verge of night, 
, When the great west is all'bn fire, 
And, setting like a rose of light. 
The sun seems softly to retire ; 
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Or when the pearly moon on high 
Her sail of beauty has unfurFd, 

And sheds in silence from the sky 

Her softer sunshine o*er a sleeping world: 

Or in that hour scarce less divine, 
When twilight slowly yields to day, 

And towers, and walls, and temples shine 
White with the sun's unrisen ray : 

— When nature and the hour sublime 
Have wrought a curtain fit for thee, 

Come, daughter of departed time ! 
ComCj in the might of memory ! 

Come in the glory of the past. 

The beauty which remembrance throws 

0*er all the scene behind us cast — 
Oh burst my dark and dull repose ! 



The buzzing night-fly round me play'd, 
The hollow rain-drop patter d nigh, 

While on my couch at midnight laid, 
I watch'd, and thought of Emily. 

And now, as by the clouded beam, 
I pace these doister'd walks along. 

That name is still my fancy's theme, 
Th' awakener of my lonely song. 

I see thee still, my gentle friend. 
Though far by time^and fate estranged ; 

I mark Siee turning, on me bend 

That smile of playfulness unchanged. 

Then, as the evening tapers shine. 
Beside thy chair I stand again. 

Or on the well-known couch recline. 
And listen to thy thrilling strain. 
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--Forget not him, once deafly known, 
Whom now thine eyes no more must see ; 

Forget not him, who here alone; 
'Mid night and silence, thinks of thee ! 

III. 

*Tis silence — save that on mine ear 

A bird's low note is trilling nigh ; 
So soft, it serves but to endear 

The solemn hour's tranquillity. 

Save that the whids of morning play. 

In half-heard murmurs, round my brow ; 
Save the hoarse watch-dog's distant bay, 
Or my own footsteps pacing low. 

As through these courts (that, lighted here, 
By the pale dawn, lie there in shade,) 

My slow unvaried course I steer. 
What visions rise — what thoughts invade ! 

— I think, my Emily, of thee ! 

I think of happy moments past ; 
From our young days of amity 

Down to the hour we parted last ; 

And those late meetings of delight. 
So few, so short, so simply sweet. 
They *ve left behind a track as white 

As many a bliss more exquisite ! 

» • * • • 

The dawn is brightening o*er the sky ; 

I go,- perchance to dream of thee ; 
Farewell — and trust in Him on high, 

My own heart-honour'd Emily ! 

IV. 

'Tis night ; the welkin dimly lours ; 

The lattice flaps with sullen sound ; 
I hear at times the rustling showers,' 

'Mid the dull wind that moans around. 
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But nought of human sounds is here : 
The hum of daily life is flown ; 

Great Nature's voice is all I hear, 
Amidst the gloom she walks alone* 

GvM, 



TO INTELLECTUAL LIBERTY. 

Friend of the human soul ! not thee I call. 
Who 'mid the clash of armies, or the noise 
Of jarring senates, in auxiliar power 
Present, though not in form (as of .old time 
Pallas) dost guide the patriot's tongue or sword 
To vict'ry, prospering the riglitful cause : 
Not thee, hut her thy sister-power, I call, 
Of higher name, or shall I rather say 
Thyself, in thy superior power address'd. 
For ye are one ; thou, whose especial seat 
Is in the heart and in the faculties 
Of heaven-descended man ; on thee I call, 
O Liberty, ajid to thy name exalt 
A song of supplication and of praise, 
O thou, more potent and more beautiful 
Than aught by Grecian poet e'er invoked 
In hymn or high-toned ode ; for 'not like them 
Art thou, an unessential form — a dream 
Of grace and grandeur; but an effluence 
Direct from the prime Spirit of Good, in whom 
All beauty and all potency do dwell. 
* . * « « 

A, L. B. 
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TO PEREGRINE COURTENAY, ESQ. 

M College^ Mondat/ Evening. 

N6RATULATE ittCj my dear Courtenay, I am i^ow 
conian de facto. I made my appearance here on 
day afternoon, and immediately proceeded to take 
)^on of my apartments. These had been pe- 

for my reception by the removal of every thmg, 
I the scout and bedmaker had chosen to consider 
►rivate property of my predecessor, and I found 
else than broken arm-chairs and an old-fashioned 
d mahogany table awaiting my arrivaL It may 
. you some amusement, and will certainly throw 
lerable light on my future correspondence, if I 
pt to give you some idea of the local peculiarities 

abode. In the first place, then, it is what Homer 
I call the TO virepmov, and the Vulgate garrets; but 
now, my good Editor, that proximity to the eajrth 
5 characteristic of common mortals. Of the two 
5 of stairs, by which you are conducted to my 

the lowest is wide and deep ; wide enough for a 
raggon to make its way up, and as deep, in each 
ular step, as the famous external ascent of the 
nids : the other tapers upwards, in a winding 
ion, till you have mounted upon a railway landing- 

and you then find yourself in front of an old sturdy 
di09r^ which, dinted and battered, as it evi- 
^ appears to be, from the effects of many a brave 
ance to the fury of besiegers, still lours defiance 
St all the efforts of the coal-hammer. Once ad- 
i within its threshold, you are introduced to an 
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ante-room, or vestibule, which serves the purpose of 
a scout's pantry, and contains Jthe crockery-cupboard, 
^nd wine-bin. On the left is the sleeping aparUnent, 
and directly facing you is the entrance of the dtidng- 
room. You cannot fail to notice that this door is per- 
forated at all quarters ; and, had you accompanied me 
on my first takmg possession, you would have found the 
same unaccountable signs of violence over the mantel- 
piece. I have since discovered that one of my pre- 
decessors had a particular ambition to excel in the art 
of pistoling^ and was itt the habit of practising thisj his 
favourite pvirsuit, for a few hours every morning. Hi* 
mark was either a picture of Lord Nelson, which frowned 
above the fire-place, or a card on the door ; and thus 
all mystery is satisfactorily removed. I had previously 
heard that such perforations as these had been in xs» 
under the name of dun-holes, for the purpose of noti- 
fying the M)proach of any such disagreeable visitants, 
and thus affording time for the tenant of the room to 
make himself " Not at home." The chief chamber, 
which you have now entered, the very penetrate of the 
Muses, is square, small, and low, about six yards by 
five and a half, with a college-grate rather returning 
into the wall, so that the recess amnits of two loop-holes 
on each side above the mantel-piece, which were in- 
tended, I suppose, by the architect, to afford lights 
but, as far as my limited experience goes, only serve 
to give entrance to all the smoke and smut of tne Col- 
lege chimneys, when prevented from rising by a heavy 
atmosphere. 

Here now, I declare you have almost as good a topo- 
graphical sketch as Belzoni himself could have given 
you. I had a mind to subjoin a diagram, bi»/t I was 
afraid of oflfering an insult, and must therefore lay an 
equal tax upon your ingenuity and good-humour, for 
the right understanding of my description. 

I was happy to find Sterling at Hall-dinner ; I need 
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lot say that he received me with cordiality, and, by the 
anweaiied kindness of his small-talk, did away with 
many of those awkward feelings which a Freshman 
cannot but be awake to, amid the novelties of his situa- 
tion. Our friend had been luird all at iGschylus and 
IMvinity during the Easter vacation, for he had taken 
advantage of the permission of his College to remain 
up within walls. ; and his sallow cheeks were an earnest 
that he had called old Father Time to a sharp reckoning 
during the interval. You know that I used to do jus- 
tice to our Club-dinners, and the good things which 
Clayton (rest his soul, poor fellow !) dished us up. 
There was no deficiency m the dinner before me, but 
somehow I had strangely lost my appetite. When I 
attempted to carve the fish, my nana trembled so vio- 
lently that I thought I should drop the choice bit which 
1 was conveying to my plate, and this Aerely because 
I fancied I heard one of my messmates .inquire of his 
iJeighbour " Who that Frerfmian was ?" And when 
requested for the salt-cellar, I handed it with as much 
trepidation as a pmpostor gives the Doctor a list, when 
he is conscious of a mistake in the excuses, Happy was 
I when the Hall broke up, and Sterling bustled up to 
me ; — " Old fellow,'' says he, " I want you to come to 
my rooms this evening. We will crack the best bottle 
of old Port I have in my cellar, and we can talk over 
your new prospects."*' The ofler was readily accepted, 
and I joined him within the half hour. He was seated 
in his arm-chair before a blazing fire, which the chillness 
of the season rendered most acceptable ; — decanters and 
dessert before him ;— the sofa wheeled round for my 
accommodation ; and the Scapula and Maltby shuffled 
into a comer. His sitting-room is as large as all my suite 
put together ; but, although both spacious and lofty, 
there is an appearance of comfort in it when his heavy 
scarlet stuff curtains are let down. I could not help 
smiling at the first object which presented itself ; — ^the 
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miniature plaster bust of my late revered Instruetor, 
which had taken his station over the fire-place, and was de- 
pictured with all that awful gravity of countenance winch 
mspires terror into the stoutest heart of the Upper DU 
vision. I said that I smiled on meeting witn an old 
friend in a strange land ; but my muscles were still more 
disordered on hearing an anecdote which Sterling re- 
lated when he observed my attention turned towaids the 
bust " That,^ says he, " was presented to me by 
Carmarthen ; who thought I should be interested by 
any reminiscence of Eton. He had been purchaang 
some casts of the Italian chef (Tceuvres, when the shq)- 
man begged him to notice the little bust in the window ; 
• Dat is de reverend schoolmaster at Eton ; many of de 
gentlemen do purchase him out of spiite, and break de 
head.'* Shame 1 thinks Mr. C. to himself ; are there 
then boys in the University ? I will save at least one 
image of the Doctor from outrage ; and, if I mistake 
not, there is a certain individual I know, who can 
appreciate *the learning and abilities of his quondam 
Orbilius. Thus the bust was bought, and you see it 
is now one of my Penates. You are wondering at the 
strange choice of the other two."" " Homer and 
Eloisa,^^ replied I, examining the figures upon the hand- 
screens, " why they ?" They were pencilled, he told 
me, by a lady, from whom they were a present\ and, 
although he had been dull enough not to understand 
the import of the characters at the time he received the 
gift, a sly friend had since cleared up the mystery by 
asking him whether he kept those figures on his screens 
as emblems of his pursuits, — Love and the Classics. 
" But come, set you down, and fill me a bumper to 
' The Etonian.** ^ I obeyed. " Between you and me,'' 
continued Mr. S., " No. VII. was but mediocre. The 
run of the compositions were ordinary, and there was 
Jiot a standard article in the bill of fere. I cannot help 
thinking but that Grolightly was rather too free with 
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righe, of Corpus. That gentleman, I understand, 
[lown his sense in taking the matter with his usual 
-humour. Indeed he is at present in high spirits, 
Second Edition being on the eve of publication; 
le has lately received what he considers a most in- 
ible treasure; — a copy of the Robsart pedi^ee. 
ig hopes are entertained that this illustriouB 
dBDH after the fame of an antiquarian will 8Ck>n turn 
ttention to the ruins of the celebrated Godstow 
;y, which is within four miles of Oxford. The 
%St i» well worthy of his attention, and we ma^ 
dentlv expect that the fact of the existence of fair 
UDoaa win now be estabhshed in spite of all the 
UAilions of a certain sceptical Historian of high 
X. But of course, Le Blanc, you will be more 
ested by my pving you some detail of your future 
3 erf liie. I will liegin with your studies. You 

not expect any great hardships in fulfilling your 
jge duties. There are but four public lectures, of 
an-hour each, |in the course of the week ; and the 
. of sextile at Eton' is a sufficient warrant for your 
petency to scppear on this arena, as the books are 

* Diatessaron^ and * Grotius.** I would have you 
icularly punctual in your attendance on the ^ I)ia- 
lion'' days. Mr. Jackson is a very fair expositor 
Hivinity. (And here, by the way, I cannot refrain 
1 mentionmg the great satisfaction with which all the 
Etonians at Oxford have viewed the sUght alteration 

took place last Christmas in the Eton system in 
*ur of Sacred Knowledge. It had always been a 
,ect of regret, that, although a good foimdation had 
I laid in the lower parts of the school by the reading 

Watts's Scripture History,^ and the ' Harmony of 
Gospels,' no superstructure was afterwards raised, 
the contrary, this branch of study was utterly neg- 
3d ; for the * Burnet** in Lent was a mere drop of 
1 water in the ocean.) As for ^ Grotius/ I cannot 
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give an opinion of the manner in which thiB lecture if 
got up, as I have not attended in Hall since the time 
when * Cicero''s Offices'* were in vogue. In fact, even 
while I was one of the most regular at this levee (be it 
spoken with shame), I could not help amusing myself 
with the false quantities and rival pronunciations ci mj 
associates, and felt no small indimiation as I observed 
-any Eton man turn renegado, ana use the Winchester 
tone ; and this, when I ought to have been monopolized 
by the remarks of the Tutor on the lecture.'' 

Here Mr. S. was out of breath, and a pause ensued 
while he filled up his glass and passed the bottle. He 
then apologized for the minuteness of the above detail; 
but, on receiving my earnest request to proceed, he 
informed me next of two other lectures, which I should 
be expected to get up every week for the Tutor's private 
room. This, by the way, reminded me that the whde 
scale of my studies had been drawn for me by Mr. J. 
during the course of my former visit; and I directed 
the conversation into a fresh channel by the foUowing 
summary question: — " Whether a regular attendance 
on the lecture of the College would secure me a quali- 
fication against my first public examination ; whi«h is 
here called thp the Little-Go?^ " You are required,'' 
replied my friend, " to take into the Schools one Greek 
and one Latin Author ; and the quefStions which will 
follow, after you have construed the required passage, 
are solely grammatical. Thus far, and including also ue 
translation of a ^ Spectator' paragraph, any decent Eton 
Fifth Form is qualified to pass. But besides these tests 
of proficiency m the Classics, you have your Logic 
or Mathematics to bring forward. I would prefer, how- 
ever, treating of the subject when you have been with 
me to the Schools^ and have made yourself master of a 
few practical ideas of the matter. 



it 



Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem, 
Quam quae sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus.'* 
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r this time our Curfew-bell, the Great Tom of 
tt .Church announced a quarter past Nine^ and the 

came in to lay the tea-things. My friend^s at- 
int appeared a most respectable steady young man, 
to teiTyou the truth, was dressed as well as many 
3 masters. I mistook him for a Gownsman on his 
ing the room. In fact, he was more like a gentle- 
s' valet than what you might ima^ne a College 
iatl to be, and gave the lie to several violent preju- 
which I had brought with me to Oxford against 
irhole tribe. I am happy to tell you he is appointed 
to wait upon me : and, as I would not deceive you 

the idea that you are to take this individusd as 
icimen of the entire body, I ought to mention my 
ig seen some others of the same class, who approach 
near to the description of character intendedi to be 
jyed in the Cambndge classical appellation of Gyps; 
1, as you are aware, is synonymous with our term 
t. 

\ I have long been fancying your " Ohe ! Jam satis 
to be dinging in my ears, I will hastily conclude with 
ssions of esteem. 

Yours sincerely, 

A.L. B. 

S. I have been more than ordinarily dull in the 
3 composition ; have the kindness to make allowance 
le effects of that dreadful agony, the ear-ache. I can 
attribute the disorder to a cold in the head, caught 
earing that abominable trencher insteEui of my hat. 
pe my Address " to Intellectual Liberty," and 
tstum,*" arrived safe. I accompanied them with a 
et from Robert Sterling, who is equally orthodox in 
iple with our worthy friend Martin. 
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NO. IV. 
TO FREDERICK GOLIGHTLY, ESQ. 

jV/ College, Tvesdaj/ Evening, 

MY DEAR GOLIGHTLY, 

CouRTENAY has transmitted your request that I 
would favour you with some detail of the maimers and 
customs of this place. If I understand your particular 
aim, you are desirous of peejnng behind the curtain flt 
the way of life which we jolly fellows live here. I can- 
not better meet your wishes than by transcribing for you 
the last few pages of my Diary. They will embrace the 
second week of my residence ; so, without further pre- 
face, I will lay the valuable manuscript before you. 

" Sunt bona, sunt quaedam mediocria, sunt mala plura." 

Monday, Eight o'clock. — Washed and went into 
Chapel A change of Chaplains. K B. The present 
one got through the service in twenty minutes. 

mne, — Went out to breakfast at E College with 

Williams, an old Etonian ; — punctual, as per card of 
invitation ; but, however, found my host in oed. Pro- 
vision made for a large party, both dainty and solid 
food; two large ice-moulds inclusive. The company 
dropped in about a quarter before Ten, Conversation 
languid or* confined; — riding and driving in all thar 
branches ; — the College lectures, and philippics against 
the severity of the Tutors, filled up intervals. I col- 
lected as much however, that Mr. T.'*s cane here was 
thicker than Mr. Jackson'^s club (metapkortci dixerim) 
at our own College. In the meanwhile I made up for 
other deficiencies by doing justice to the good fare. A 
neighbour, however, was very teasing; he endeavoured 
to amuse me, and at the same time ^ve me an idea of his 
superior gentiUty, by finding fault with every article at 
table. He politely informed me, that, in all probability. 
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I 

fche pigeon-pie I was feeding upon was ijjjide up of young 
rooks, which the kitchen-boy was in the habit of hooking 
out of their nests from the belfry tower. Heard the clock 
strike TefL Did not Uke to give the signal to rise, as I 
was quite a junior. Consequence was — too late for Hall 
Lecture. Got off, however, without notice. Mem. To 
he cautious in future. 

Eleven Sat down to reading. Rather stupid after a 

beavy breakfast. ^Had got through eight chapters of 
Herodotus, when Sterling stepped in at 0/<e, to ask me if 
I would take a row up the rivfer to Godstow. Leaped at 
the proposal. Embarked by Worcester College, and 
had a most dehghtful voyage. We rested half an hour 
on our oars opposite the Port Meadow, to take a view 
rf the Arch^-Club and their exploits. Dined at the 
Pot-house near the Abbey Ruins upon fried eels. Mern, 
To detail the whole expedition in a letter to Mont- 
gomery. It will give him a subject for a Sonnet. 

Returned to Oxford about Seven, and hurried to the 
Christ Church Meadows, to see the boat-race between 
the Brazen-Nose and Jesus. The former won the day 
hy a foot or two. Eton and Westminster supj^rt their 
Imputation on the Isis. The stroke is rather m ^^vour 
of the latter : oiur men pull too quick ; the stream is 
nothing here, comparatively speaking. On leaving this 
inimated scene, for both banks were crowded with 
spectators, who testified their enthusiasm by their cla- 
oiours, we found the tea-things laid in Sterling's room ; 
ind we had but just seated ourselves when Mr. Carmar* 
^en stepped in. He consented to join our party, and 
lie remamder of the evening was spent sociaUy and 
ationally. I have obtained for Courtenay a sketch of 
he state of modem Uterature at this University, and 
dudl take an opportunity of dishing it up for him. By 
he way, I shrewdly suspect one of our party to be the 
uithor of a Uttle jeu d'esprit which has just made its 
appearance, entitled^ ^^ The Reasons for the Examiner'^s 
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Choice of Psssttmi, as a subject for the Prize Poem f 
wherein the author attempts to prove that " Paestum^u 
an allegory for the Queen. Before we separated for the 
nidit, Mr. C. went and fetched me an old treatise imoii 
" Dreams and Fatal Necfessity,"" by a Berlin PhilosopneTr 
A very treasure ! Sterling turned lis out at Eleven, 
Slept well. 

Tuesday. — Regular at Chapel. 

Ten o'clock. — Hall Lecture. Committed myself sadfy 
by laughing at a poor Grammar-schoolman for his faue 
quantities ; only think of prodUcufii and tessera, and the 
other day hospltes ! ''Twas all Sterling's fault, however, 
for, had he not previously mentioned the circumstance, 
my expectations would not have been raised, or my 
humorous fancies on the alert. On the breaking up of 
Lecture, a Mr. Tomline, who had shown me much atteir 
tion at Hall dinner, gave me an invitation to a Wine 
Party in the evening, and asked me if I was inclined to 
step over the way and look into the Tennis Court for 
half an hour. I nad a private Lecture on the Medea of 
Euripides to prepare against One / but he assured me 
that there was plenty of tune, and I yielded to his solicita- 
tions. I met several Eton faces in the room, and some- 
how the hours slipped by, and.it was considerably past 
Twelve when I plucked up resolution to run away. Of 
course the Greek play was got up in a hurry, and I 
shamefully murdered tnat most beautiful passage. 

The Tutor was not very severe in his animadversioitf, 
and I therefore felt the more. At the close of the Lec- 
ture, however, he took the opportunity to express Mi 
disapprobation of black neck-handkerchiefs. Adhuc sul 
judice lis est. Am I to put myself to great inconve- 
nience by double accuracy, and the loss ot time besidei 
required in the tie of a white cloth, and also hold a1 
naught all retrenchment in the accounts of my laundress i 
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or shall I venture for once to act in slight of authority ; — 
a proceeding I can never approve of, and must actually 
Kiter upon ? En passant, it was the same unfortunate 
black neckcloth for which I was turned out of eight 
o^ck)ck school by one of your masters. 

Two. — SaUied out in my best coat and gloves, to make 
a few calls. N.B, The cards must simply contain your 
simame and College; you are finely ridiculed if you tack 
on a Mr. Among othei:s I called upon a friend at 
Wadham, where I learnt that " The Etonian*" was taken 
in by the Book Club, and was in high favour among the 
Members, ^hose men of Wadham are clever fellows. In 
my way back I stepped into the great Great Gq Schools. 
Awful Chamber! — [now follows a long description which 
wouU afford materials for a whole letter; I will there- 
fore defer the subject and pass on] — I then went to 
Jubber^s to get a pate, and took my seat by the counter. 
I could not avoid hearing the conversation of those 
strangers, who were sitting in the recess of the shop. 
They were discussing the abilities of an individual, who 

!)roved to be no other than the author of " The Break- 
ast Ballad,^ in " The Poetry of ' The College Maga- 
line^"^ This gentleman, I discovered, intends to take 
up " Aristophanes,*" for his Greek boo^ in the Little-Go, 
and the circumstance has created some sensations. Of 
course, the magnanimity or presumption of the attempt 
^11 be judged of by the event; though I would not for- 
get that the poet said, " To dare nobly is to do nobly.'' 
Prom Jubber''s I posted to an artist of the name of Whit- 
tock, for the purpose of inquiring when Mr. Tighe''s por- 
trait would make its appearance, and whether the costume 
would be the blue travelUng cloak, or a High-street dress, 
with white hat, &c. The party in the evening were sadly 
riotous; I found that Mr. TomUne had no more of the 
accomplishment necessary for a president of a social 
nieeting, than an anxious attention to passing the bottle. 
Conversation had long flagged before we adjourned to 
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another room for tea and cofFee, while the supper was 
laying. On our return to Mr. T.'*s room, we despatched 
this meal out of our way, and immediately the egg-% 
aiid the bishop-jugs were placed on the table. Singint 
soon degenerated into mere discordant outcries, and mnth 
into a bacchanalian madness. About One o^clock, every 
glass had been swept off the table and smashed, and a 
party sallied out with a redoubtable coal-hanuner. KB. 
No man has a right to attack the rooms of one with 
whom he is not in the habit of intimacy. From igno- 
ranee of this axiom I had near got a norse-whippmg, 
and was kicked down stairs for. going to a wrong ook; 
whose tenant was not in the habit of taking jokes of this 
kind. 

Wednesday, Two o'clock, a.m. — Helped my scoMt to put 
a friend to bed, and then slunk off to my room. 

Eight, — Too much indisposed to get up for Chapel- 
mistook the bell for the funeral toll in " Hamlet," and, 
thinking that I was the Danish Prince, dreamed I was 
on the point of throwing myself into the grave of 
Vphelia, 

Nine 6* Clock. — Woke and found myself on the floor. 
Half an hour after dressed, and sat dovwa to a solitary 
breakfast, my own thoughts, and a head-ache. — Mem. 
Never to order in any wine from an Oxford Merchant, 
at least not till I am a Don, as I observe they send out 
a sort of essence of sloes, she^r black-strap, which they 
think quite good enough for us ordinary Under-Gra- 
duates. 

After Lecture, looked into Sterling's room. Found 
that he had been disturbed by our last nighfs debauch, 
and was aware of my participation in it. He said little, 
and I felt the more. 

I walked with him in the afternoon to a neighbouring 
eminence, ycleped Shotover. It is a wild heathy tract, 
only partially violated by that sacrilegious Inclosure 
Act. The 'fresh air revived me, and we amused our- 
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selves with botanizing and descanting on the beauties of 
tihe vast panorama around us. The range of hills, which 
incloses our Academus like the walls of an amphidieatre, 
is composed on the north-east by the Chiltern, on the 
south by a Berkshire branch ; while the western outline 
has retired so far, that it is almost lost in the blue haze 
of the horizon. On a sudden I remarked a troop of 
horsemen in a hollow, near one of the stone quarries. 
I could distinguish them thus much, that they were 
University-men, and were apparently grouped round a 
certain individual, who seemed to be harahguing them. 
1 could discern no farther. Were they fox-hunters at a 
loss, listening to the directions of some leading sports- 
man? I comd see no dogs. They might be Camero- 
raans^ for all I knew, assembled among the wilds of na- 
ture, to secure liberty of conscience, far away from the 
profiine intrusion of the orthodox. There had been no end 
to my conjectures, had not my companion spared me any 
fiuther exertion of the ima^nation, by informing me 
that the squadron I had observed were composed of the 
I pupils of the Professor of Geology. He went on — " It 

IS Mr. B , who is describing the course of the dilu- 

^ian fluid, and its probable action in the formation of 
the surrounding hills; as also the direction of the 
dififerent strata in the neighbourhood. The band are 
armed with long hammers of approved metal, with which 
these young philosophers make serious depredations on 
the stone' walls, (for the fields in this part of the country 
are but rarely inclosed by hedges), and investigate the 
properties oi every pebble. This course of Lectures 
are decidedly as agreeable and instructive as any in the 
University. You may learn if you please, to astonish 
the good people of Abingdon, Henley, Windsor, Eton, 
London, &c., by diverting the present channel of the 
Thames- with the greatest faciUty, so that you happen 

to light upon the exact spot marked out by Mr. B 

as a gorge, and then you may send the river into Wilt- 
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shire or Hampshire.'" We passed, in our returQ home, 
through the little hamlet of Snotover. The cottigei ar^ 
built on the sides, or at the bottom, of certain hollowii 
which are among as many hillocks, or mounds of soil, » 
there are swellings in the crust of a cherry -pie; I men- 
tion uie fact, as I confess myself unable to divine whes. 
ther those same appearances are natural or artifidaL 
The village of Heddmgton lay in our way — ^near whidi, 
I understand, was the residence of thejgreat Milton, and 
there still remains a httle brook to mark the spcit wtiA 
furnished the Poet with imagery for the " II Pensenm** 
When I got back to my room I found a note of invi- 
tation for an evening party on my table. It was in the 
Iiand-writing of one of the fair daughters of a gentk- 
man who holds an official situation m this University, . 
and for whom I have brought up a letter of reoono- 
mendation. I cannot say that I lelt at all grateful for 
the kindness]of the bil/et-doux^ for I had had such an ap- 
palling lecture from Mr. Tomline on the formality and 
stiilness of the society in Oxford, that I shuddered at the 
very idea of subjecting myself to its trammels fin: a 
single evening. However, my curiosity got the better 
of my fears, so after dinner I orushed up my locks, and 
tied the best cloth my taste would allow me, and set off 
with palpitating heart to the scene of tnal. When 
ushered into the drawing-room, I first observed a most 
formidable line of females, who were ranged in silent 
state at one side of the apartment. As in duty bound, 
and also in obedience to Mr. Tomline's directions, I 
stalked up to this party, made my bow to two or three 
ladies whom I recognized, and, having addressed some 
trifling sentence to each of them, shrunk back again to 
the group of gentlemen, who were posted in an opporite 
horizon. Woe be to the bold spirit who attempts to 
gain a footing by the chair of any Belinda, whom he may 
select for his attentions ! He may think himself lucky 
if he does not get a dead cut by the end of his. third 
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atence. I, of course, expected a little sympathy 
iKHOff the ranks of my fellow Gownsmen; but no! we 
lared at one another like fighting-cocks, or bull-dogs; 
od I had made up my mind to sit kicking my heels for 
n hour or so, when I felt a jog at my elbow, and turn- 
ng round, discovered our old Eton con Mac Lennox, at 
Dy side. Here then was an end of the blue devils, for my 
ompanion kept me in a continued glow of animation bjr 
he various anecdotes which he told me of the indi- 
nduals 4n the room. " That Lady,'" said he, " in the 
centre, with the head-dress in the snape of a tiara, thinks 
rf nothing below a gold tassel. Beware how you pre- 
Rime to approach her; for although you are but a Com- 
moner, -you have doubtless too much pride to expose 
Etelf to insult, from the scornful arrogance of a giady- 
ed girl. Mark that tall figure in the dress of Lin- 
coln green: that is an indigenous production of this place; 
her brother has just taken his fiachelor'^s degree^ and I 
have heard that he is much indebted to Miss Annans 
questions in Herodotus and Horace, that he passed his 
examinations with so much eclats Here my kind Cice- 
roni interrupted himself, — " I hope you have come well 
provided for the whist or loo table: you have need of a 
stout purse on these occasions. I would not have you 
rely either upon your personal or conversational attrac-. 
tions 'to throw any weight in your favour. There are 
some of those ladies as sharp as their own needles; and 
take care, for while you are admiring their dalighters, 
depend upon it the mothers at least axe attending to the 
DMin chance of the game.^ ^ My volatile neighbour was 
rattling on with this mixture of scandal and friendly ad- 
inoniti(Hi, when the card-tables were drawn out, and the 
party gradually composed themselves to their respective 
divertissemmts for the evening. 

I have found, my dear Goughtly, that the interpreta- 
tions, which were absolutely necessary for the perfect 
understanding of my original manuscript have so far 
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swelled my materials, that it will be expedient to pot 
pone farther extracts from my Diary to some future coi 
munication. For the present, believe me to* remain, 

Yours sincerely, 

A. L. B. 



FURTHER EXTRACTS 

FROM A TERRIBLE LONG MS. POEM. 



Pause on the green hilFs brow : — beneath our eyes 
How still the Village in its beauty lies ! 
Sweet spot, how calmly blends this evening sky 
With thy serene and deep tranquillity ! 
As in rich floods the mellow sunset falls 
On thy bright windows and still gleaming walls ; 
Thy lonely church, and high white steeple shining; 
In the last ray behind the hills declining ; 
Thou seem'st a seat of more than earthly rest, 
Some lone and lovely dwelling of the Blest. 
No jarring sounds of human passion rise 
From thee, sweet Village, to those smiling skies. 
Like some fair bark, with sails in sunshine furl'd, ' 
Thou hear'st far off the tempest of the world. 
The factious mob, the throng of busy feet, 
The hum of commerce in the crowded street. 
The war-drum's hoarse and melancholy tone, 
The trumpet's summons, are to thee unknown. 
But mirthful voices all around thee afloat, 
Mix'd with the nightingale's entrancing note ; * 
And ever and anon thy deep recess 
Breathes forth a quiet sound of happiness. 



Hark! 'twas the milk-maid's carol 

• » • 
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Now blither sounds are rising ; with a shout, 

From durance long the village-school springs out. 

A moment ! and the green, so still before, 

With that wild joyous rout is flooded o*er, 

As by a torrent, and the rapturous cry 

Of young shrill voices rises to the sky. 

It is their hour of freedom — toil and care 

Are over — all is life, is motion there : 

With quick, light steps, retreating and advancing, 

Through many a tangled maze, like shadows glaticing, 

Float the small elves ; how free their motions swim, 

Now the life tingles in each little limb ! 

With leap and frisk they nimbly shake the ground ; 

With shout on shout the welkin rings around. 

Nor know they why they shout ; a rapturous sense 

Of joy pervades their hearts of innocence; 

In every frame the pulse beats wild and high, 

And the soul's laughter fills each kindling eye. 

Perchance overwearied by their boisterous play. 

One grave-eyed boy steals silently away ; 

Urged by some gentler impulse to receive, 

In his lone heart, the calm repose of eve. 

From Earth's dull scenes his soaring soul is far, 

High converse holds he with the Evening Star ; 

Wanders, in thought, o'er some celestial shore. 

And feels such bliss as manhood feels no more. 

« • « # 

Now darker shades o'er earth and sky prevail — 

A deeper stillness creeps along the dale ; 

Hush'd is 'the milk-maid's song, the schoolboys' shout 

The t(Hl-wom labourer's cottage-light is out. 

And early sleep is heavy on the eye 

Of simple, weary, patient industry. 

Still, as ftiint twilight fades along the skies. 
From hill and village wandering sounds arise : 
The owls take up their melancholy tune, 
The deep- voiced watch-dog bavs the rising moon : 
While, in rich volumes, through the thicket swell 
'* The thrilling strains of heart-sick Philomel. 
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Now first in murmurs by the breeze conreyM, 
Is heard some tuneful lover's serenade ; 
And the wild laugh comes dancing from afar 
Of the maid listening at her lattice bar. 

Who steals so soilly through the twilight Tale^ 
With melancholy footsteps, wan and pale ? 
lifhose vest of mourning, and whose pensive pace, 
Hold sad accordance with his woe- worn face ? 
'Tis he — oh ! let no heedless step intrude ^ 
On that poor moiurner's holy solitude ! 
This is his hour of peace — the hour that hears 
His lonely sighs, that sees his quiet tears. 
Sad widower, through the twilight's deepening gloom, 
He steals to weep upon his lost one's tomb ; 
To commune with her image, and give way 
To dreams his manly spirit checks by day. 
No weak enthusiast, no fond dreamer he, 
When the world calls for active energy ; 
And thoughts, that whisper of his children's weal, 
'Midst dull exertion bid him cease to feel ; 
Still with the troubles and the cares of life 
All day his spirit holds unyielding strife ; 
And none, who see him in his toils, can trace 
The heart's deep workings in that patient face. 
But when at Eve's return his weary brain 
From toil reposes, Nature wakes again ; 
And, as his playful children round him press. 
With many a winning innocent caress. 
His glistening eyes amid their, gambols swim, 
And Earth, he fciels, has raptures still for him. 
An hour ago, and who so blest as he. 
When those young prattlers hung about his knee. 
With gentle kisses press'd his forehead pale,* 
With breath suspended heard the promised tale, 
Bending on him their earnest eyes, which shone 
With love which call'd up tears into his own : 
Then one by one, by weariness oppress 'd, 
Sunk into quiet slumber on his breast* 
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And he hath closed the curtains of their bed. 
And smooth'd the pillow for each weary head, 
Hath kiss'd the heavy eyelids of their sleep, 
And wander'd forth, on that low grave to weep. 

Lonely the spot — no pomp arrests the eye. 
The turf looks dark beneath the starless sky, 
And many a wild-fiower droops its dewy head 
0*er the cold dreary dwellings of the dead. 
There, gently leaning on a sculptured stone, 
Sits the pale dreamer, silent and alone : 
There will he sit, from earthly cares removed. 
In blest commurrion with the saint he loved, 
Till night's cold breeze and deepening shades recall 
His spell-bound spirit from such gentle thrall. 

Juan. 



HSSAY ON THE POEMS OP HOMER, 'aND THE 
MANNERS OF THE AGE IN WHICH HE LIVED. 

" Philo-Musus'' has sent us an Essay, of considera. 
We length, upon the merits and beauties of the Art of 
Poetry. We are persuaded, however, that of such 
*nerits and beauties none ot our readers need to be in- 
formed ; and therefore " Philo-Musus'' lies at our 
PubUsher's tiU called for. . ^^' 

We are going, however, to make some observations 
wpon one advantage to be derived from Poetry, which 
our good friend has altogether omitted. We mean the 
power which it possesses of handing down to posterity 
*n exact picture of the customs and manners of a very 
<listant age. By its aid we can trace through successive 
years the variations which gradually take place in war- 
fare and in letters, in habits and in costume ; we can gaze 
*^th reverence upon the superstitions which have become 
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extinct, and smile upon comparing the nascent follies of 
the age of Demigods with the finl-'blown follies of the 
age or Men. Homei;, as he stands pre-eminent among 
the ancient bards in all other requisites, is equally so in 
tliis. Notwithstanding the force of his numbers, the 
fertility of his invention, the grandeur of his story, and 
the excellency of the moral precepts which are inter- 
spersed throughout it, we are mcUned to value him less 
upon these considerations than upon the faithful re- 
presentation which he has given us of the manners of 
his heroes. For these reasons we have put his name at 
the top of this paper, although, in the course of it, we 
shall probably indulge ourselves in more frequent digres- 
sions than ever the old gentleman himself made use of. 
To those who had rather have from us a well-digested 
essay than a series of straggling remarks, we must say 
what we have often said before : — " We are boys, and we 
have not the presumption to suppose ourselves capable 
of criticising the studies, or regulating the taste, of our 
schoolfellows. Our aim has not been, and is not, to 
instruct, but to amuse."" With this preface, we put our 
Homer before us, mend our pen, and be^n. 
, The Odyssey, which describes the travels and suffer- 
ings of an inaividual, has, of course, more numerous 
slcetches of private life than the Ihad, the actors in which 
seem, as it were, to be upon a pubUc stage, and to stalk 
in the tragic buskin from one end of the poem to the 
other. But we cannot help wondering at the manner in 
]ivhich the poet has so frequently interwoven in his most 
gorgeous descriptions some allusion to the commerce or 
the arts of his countrymen ; his similes, in particular, are 
perpetually borrowed from the works of the farmer or 
tlie mechanic. Some have found fault with Homer upon 
this head, arguing that the images which he introduces 
are, in some instances, too mean for the dignity of the 
epic style. He has been defended from the cnarge by 
abler pens than ours ; and therefore we shall only observei 
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at {Nresent, that, allowing these passages to be blemishes, 
they ai^ blemiahes more valuable to us than the greatest 
beauties could have been : if his descriptions oi ' rustic 
manners are faults, Homer, like his own Achilles, would 
be less interesting were he less faulty. 

The first observation which occurs to us (for we intend 
to write, Uke sentimental ladies, quite at random,) is, that 
the besiegers of Iliimi were ignorant of one of the fiercest 
pests of modem times, coined money. 

'a\Xoi fin ^aXxy, ctXXoi 8* aH^covi tnZTn^f 
AXXm itfuvoif, oXXm 8* ociTOKri $9t<r<rnf 
'aXXoi V ^B^«iro8f 0'0-i* 



; ** Each, in exchange, proportioned treasures gave; 

i Some brass, or iron ; some an ox, or slave." 



Not a word in the bargain of pounds, shillings, and 
pence ! If these noxious ideas had then existed, we 
should have had the sellers of the wine exclaiming, in 
the style of one of our old ballad writers, 

« Noe pence, nor halfpence, by my faye. 
But a noble in gold so round !" 

And we should have had the buyers replying, in all thie 
lengthy insolence of Homeric compounas. 



'* I have gold to discharge all that I call ! 
If it be forty pence, I will pay all." 

Again, when Agamemnon endeavours to appease the 
anger of Achilles by the ofier of sumptuous presents, he 
presents him with a magnificent list of the cities in his gift ; 
and, in order to describe the value of them, is obliged to 
have recourse to the vague epithets of '' h vaiofi.iva'"'—* 
" vot^eara-mT — " fia^XnfMv"^-^(i.7r§koe(r<rav.'^ Now, if Ro- 
meros heroes had understood any thing of coinage, the 
Poet would have avoided all this circumlocution, and pre- 
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sented us at once with a clear statement of the yearly 
rerenues, in the style of the above-quoted songster »— 

** For Plumpton Park I will give thee. 
With tenements fair beside ; 
'Tis worth three hmndred markes bp the yearty' 
To maintain thy good cow-hide." 

This, however, is mere jesting. The next consideration 
we shall offer will, be a more serious one. How happy 
were the men of that age ! They had no such crime as 
forgery ; — ^no discussions about stocks ; — ^no apprehen- 
sions of a paper currency. There was no liability to 
imposition ; — no necessity for pamphlets. At the present 
crisis, when the increase of forgery, and the dread of 
national bankruptcy, occupy so large a portion of public 
attention, we, m common with other more practised 
quacks, come humbly forward with our nostrum. Is it 
not " a consummation devoutly to be wished,^ that 
Britain would consent to forego the use of these horrible 
mischief-workers, these bits of silver, or of silver paper, 
tod return contentedly to the original method of trwSc, 
making her payments in oxen or in sheep ? The veriest 
bungler may forge a shilling, but the veriest adept would 
find it plaguy difficult to forge an ox. 

If it be true that the ancient Greeks were thus i^orant 
o{ stamped money (for we are only repeating wnat has 
been observed upon the subject before us) it cannot but 
surprise us that they had made so great a proficiency in 
other arts, without the use of what appears in modem 
times absolutely indispensable to social intercourse. From 
thd descriptions of Homer, they should seem to have 
been, in a great measiire, in possession of our arts, our 
ideas of policy, our customs, our superstitions. Although 
living at so remote a period, they enjoyed many of our 
luxuries ; although corrupted and debased by the 
grossest of religious codes, they entertained many of our 
notions of morahty : the most skilful artisan, and the 
most enlightened sage, may, even in our days, find in the 
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poems of Homer always an incitement to curiosity^ and 
frequently a source of instruction. 

Many a lady of ton (if ladies of ton were in the habit 
of studying Homer) would be astonished ^t learning that 
her last new lustres would sink into insignificance by the 
side of the candelabras of AJcinous : — 

EF»9'at»f cd^o/jLtvae iouiag jutixa y^tQfftv ^x^vrtif 

** Refulgent pedestals the walls surround, 
Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown'd ; 
The polished ore, reflecting every ray, 
Blazed on the banquets with a double day." 

Nor would she be less amazed, upon turning from these 
inanimate attendants, and learning the number ^d duties 
of the housemaids : 

ncmixovra 8i oti i/uuMU xara Zw/jLa yweuxtf^ x. r. X. 

" Full fifty handmtdds form the household train; 
Some turn the mill, or sift the golden grain ; 
Some ply the loom ; their busy fingers move 
Lilce poplar-trees when Zephyr fans the grove." 

Indeed, throughout his whole description of the palace 
and gardens of Alcinous, the poet seems ^o have expend- 
ed all his ideas of luxury and magnificence. The oo- 
lourins of the picture must of course be supposed to be 
much heightened by the graces of fiction ana ornament ; 
but nevertheless tne objects of it must certainly have 
been sketched from the manners and usages which were 
before the eyes of the designer. Upon the first of these 
passages it is to be observed, that the Greeks of those 
days were ignorant of any contrivance in the way of 
lamps ; they banqueted or deliberated by the light of 
fires, or the blaze of torches ;— rude even in their refine- 
ments, and barbarous in their most surpassing splendor. 
As to the fifty housemaids, we must recollect that it was 

h5 
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Tfecessiury to retain a mreat nttinber of female attendttits, 
where the women had the charge of almost every menial 
employment, and the males seemed to live for fittle else 
but pleasure and war. 

One example we may derive from the rude manners of 
that age, wnich it would be well if the more polished 
society of this would remember, and imitate ; we allude 
to the constant reliance which was placed upon religion 
in affairs of every kind. No voyage was commenced— 
no war undertaken— no treaty concluded — without a re- 
currence of sacrifice and ceremony. Hence the extra- 
ordinary sanctity which was always attached to the per- 
sons of their priests; hence also the veneration which 
was paid to their poets ; for as the themes of their ear- 
liest songs "were generally the praise or the actions of 
some member of their multifarious mythology, the cele- 
brators partook of the honours which were paid to those 
whom they celebrated ; and the verse, which flowed in 
the name of any of their divinities, was supposed to 
proceed from their immediate inspiration. Princes 
therefore generally retained in their household a Bard, 
or Sage (for the terms were nearly synonymous), though 
we are not so wicked as to suppose that the office of Fool, 
among the ancient Saxons, bore any analogy to that of 
Bard, among the ancient Greeks. There is an example 
of this custom in the opening of the Odyssey, which has 
always pleased us very much. The poet has hem 
describing the debauchery and insolence of the suitors of 
Penelope, — 

*• A bnital crowd, 
With insolence, and wine, elate and loud." 

And when his readers are disgusted by the extravagance 
and luxury which revels in tne property of another, he 
introduces, by way of relief to tne glaring colouring of 
the rest of tne picture, the person of an old man, who 
still retains the post which he had held under Ulyssei, 
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and is compelled reluctantly to sweep the strings of his 
lyre by the mandate of the dissolute usurpers : — 

'Uroi 6 ^ogfti^tmt «vej8aWcT0 xaKov &9tittv' 

'* To Phemius was consigned the chorded lyre. 
Whose hand reluctant touch'd the warhling wire ; 
Phemius, whose voice divine could sweetest sing 
High strains, responsive to the vocal string." 

• 

This, however, is a custom by no means peculiar to the 
Greeks. We know that each of the Highland Clans 
retained a Bard expressly for the purpose of celebrating 
the Clan and its Chief. We ima^ne we have seen 
something of the same kind mentioned relative to th^ 
American and Indian Tribes. 

The suWect of the Iliad of course calls forth long 
and spirited descriptions of the mode of warfare in use 
among the ancient Greeks. This appears to us to exhi- 
bit plainer marks of barbarism than any dther part of 
their character. They had all the untutored ferocity, 
the dependence on personal strength or courage, whiclj 
is characteristic of the earliest ages ; without the studied 
manoeuvres and the laboured machines which malicious 
invention afterwards introduced. The greatest quality 
inherent in a commander was not skill of heaa, but 
strength of limb ; few seemed to lay claim to any nobler 
distinctions than those which were to be found in the 
mace between their shoulders. We know not whether 
the rude struggling of these uncultivated warriors is not 
a more interesting spectacle than the cold-blooded mas- 
sacres of mbdern days. In the hand-to-hand conflict of 
two princes there is passion, and fury, and enthusiasm, 
for which we look in vain to the cold and calculating 
tactics of rart militaire. 

The war, indeed, of those times was naturally dejR- 
dent in every thing technical or scientific. It abounded 
in instances of individual devotion and of desperate en- 
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terprise, bat had no means of supplying by art the de* 
feet of numbers, or of overcoming an obstinate enemy 
by a regular siege. It rather resembled the foray of a 
few pillaging tribes^ than the contest between two power- 
ful nations. 

We shall see nothing to wonder at in this their undis- 
ciplined warfare, when we remember that piracy, which 
it so nearly resembled, was a mode of life to which they 
were greatly addicted. They -saw in it nothing dis- 
honourable ; but on the contrary esteemed it a brate 
and worthy employment : their greatest heroes exer- 
dtsed it without the smallest scruple. They rather 
gloried in their robberies ; and recounted with a feeling 
of pride their achievements and their plunder. . Her« 
again there is a manifest similarity between their ideas 
and those of the Highland Clans. We do not know 
indeed if a very close parallel might not be drawn be- 
tween the greaved Greek and the plaaded Mountaineer. 
W^ shall throw out a hint or two upon the subject, and 
recommend the plan to Mr. Golightly, if he wishes te 
be witty in No. X. 

In the first place, the love of rapine which we have 
just mentioned is inherent in both : the towns which fall 
beneath the ravages of the Greek are probably Httle 
superior in importance to the villages which excite the 
cupidity of the Scot. Both nations possess the same 
romantic notions of individual bravery : both value th«r 
booty rather from its being the prize of battle, than 
from the weight of the gold, or the number of the cat* 
tie, of which it consists. And to s^y the truth, when 
we behold on the one side Achilles retiring from hisi 
conquests, with his captives, and his treasures, and his 
beeves ; and when we see on the other the Chieftain of 
Some kilted Clan, returning to his native fastnesses, and 
driidng the fat of the land before him, we hardly know 
which of the two cuts the more respectable figure. Why 
do we attach such splendid ideas to the terror of Troy ? 
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ival is a more picturesque object (or the design of 
liuter ; he is as muscular a model for the chisel of 
:Olptor ; but the piracies of the Mountaineer will 

be celebrated like the piracies of the Myrmidon ; 
las ! Gaelic will never sound so classical as Greek ! 
iny of the superstitions of the one nation bear a 
0^ resemblance to those of the other. Both of 

believe that their Sages have the faculty of foi«- 
r and predicting future events ; both of them place 

rdiiance on signs and auguries ; both imagine that 
>ul exists after death, and that it continues to take 
terest in the pursuits and the friends whom it left 
earth. Mucn a» we are attached to the fooleries of 
»ld friends before Troy — ^to the victims, and the 
», and the oracles, we must confess that, to our 

the plaided Seer, wrapt up in his vacant trance of 
d-fflgbt, is a more interesting and a more poetical 
t than all the mummeries o7 Delphos or Dodona. 
liere is one point in this legendary species of reli- 

in which the similarity appears to us rather re- 
able. We allude to that extraordinary union of 
>pposite doctrines of free-will and predestination, 
I so forcibly obtrudes itself upon our notice in exa- 
ig the traditions of both countries. To discuss 
x>int at any length would require a greater portion 
ne than we can devote to it ; and we shall therefore 
nt ourselves with observing, that the fabulous self- 
don of Achilles, who is said to have remained at 
, although conscious that he was destined to die 
, appears to us to have taken its rise from those 
ns of an unavoidable fate which H(»ner so fre- 
tly expresses. But this trait, which, as has been 

observed, adds such an exalted merit to the cha- 
r of the hero, has many parallels in the conduct of 
k»ttish clansmen, whose Chieftains we frequently 
going with alacrity to battle, although feeling a 
Piousness that they are seeking their aeath. But 
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look you there again !— the self-devotion of the Moun- 
taineer will never be celebrated hke the self-devotion of 
the Myrmidon ; for, alas ! Gaehc will never sound so 
classical as Greek 1 

Another conspicuous ingredient in the character of 
both is the pride which both take in ancestry. The 
Greek and tne Highlander take an equal deligfat in 
tracing the river of their blood through distant genera- 
tions, although we fancy that the latter pays rather the 
most attention to the purity of the stream. Whai he 
looks over the tree of nis genealogy, and exults in the 
glorious names which he nnds among its foliage, Us 
feelings are not the less honest, nor his happiness the less 
fervent, because he sees no Jupiter in the root, and no 
Venus perched among the brancnes. And truly we do 
not see why the descent of the Greek is of greater mo- 
ment than the descent of the Scot, except Jthat Patro- 
nymics in irfes, and iow, and iades, have certainhr a nobler 
sound than plain, simple, unsophisticated Mac. But, 
look you there again ! — The ancestry of the Mountaineer 
will never be celebrated like the ancestry of the Mjnrmi- 
don ; for, alas ! Gaelic will never sound so classical as 
Greek ! 

• When any important quarrel calls for a union of the 
forces under their numerous petty Princes, the gathering 
of the Greek nations is precisely the gathering of the 
Highland Clans. In both the Commander-in-chief is 
chosen by the vote of the assembled Leaders ; in both, 
his authority is cramped and frustrated by the exclusive 
allegiance which is owed by each separate Clan U) its 
respective Chieftain. In both, as may be supposed 
from the ill-concocted materials of which both armies are 
composed, quarrels and dissentions are perpetually taking 
place. And why are not the disputes of the Tartans as 
worthy of song as the disputes of the spears and the 
helmets ? — They often arise from the same passions ; they 
often spring from equally insignificant causes ; they ofte« 
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ad to equally tragical results. But look you there 
;ain ! — The quarrels of the Mountaineer will never be 
lebrated like the quarrels of the Mjrrmidon ; for, alas ! 
aelic will never sound so classical as Greek ! 
We might go on to trace the simile, in the same 
rain, through many other qualities and customs. We 
ight instance their mutual fondness for athletic exer- 
968 — the absolute authority exercised by the Chiefs 
rer the persons of their followers — the belief preva- 
{it among both nations of the efficacy of mu^ic and 
larms in the cure of wounds— the custom of being con- 
antly attended by large dogs -^ the union of heart and 
and, which in both cases exists between the Chief and 
Is Foster-brother :«^but this is idle ; the tout-ensemble 
I the Mountaineer will never be celebrated hke the 
^ut-ememb/e of the Myrmidon ; for, alas ! Gaelic will 
ever sound so classical as Greek ! 
And now that we come to the end of what ought to 
ave been ended a page ago, we recollect that we have 
een wandering through a great track of paper; and we 
ear Mr. Golightly bellowing in our ears a reproof, in 
^hich we fear our readers will join him — Mr. Swinburne, 
Ir. Swinburne, Quid ad rem V 

Matthew Swinbue^e. 



'RAGMENTS OF AN ADDRESS TO THE SPIRIT 

OF POETRY. 

-Wilt thou too depart, 



--- ---— — --, — — —j^ — ~j 

Genius, or Muse, or Feeling, or Delight, 

Or Power, or Spirit, whatsoe'er thou art, 

And by what name designed, who dwell'st the light 

Of song within us • 



* « « 



l60 THE ETONIAN. 

Oh ! sweet as Love, ere blunted by possession ! 

Sweet as the " vernal joy" by nature sent 
Into the soul of man ! whose best expression 

Is in the heart's unspoken language ; lent 
To light our dulness, and with sweet aggression 

Forcing old Night and Chaos to relent, 
To waft aside the universal veil, 
And make Creation's beauties visible. 

Thou teachest man, that there is more on earth 
Than what he hears, or sees, or feels, or knows ; 

An inward treasure, of uncounted worth, 
Hid like the invisible honey in the rose ; 
, A world of wonders, — a mysterious birth, 

Which thou but to thy chosen dost disclose ; 

An immaterial glory, passing far 

All palpable light of gem, or sun, or star : 

A cloud of beauty brooding o'er the world — 



Great spirit ! beneath whose full- exerted power 
Our bodily frame doth tremble, like a bough 

Rock'd by the wind ; before whom, in thy hour 
Of charmed potence, the great mind doth bow 

In royalest submission, with her dower 
Of gifts and graces ; yet can lift her brow 

Triumphant, and with thee strange contest hold — 

Controlling thee, and yet by thee controlled. 

For she can grasp thy influences, that fly 
As vague and viewless as the folding air, 

And fix them in her clayey moulds, thereby 
To shape them into forms so glorious fair, 

(Tho' spoiFd of half their might) that the great eye 
Of .earth shall, while time lasts, be riveted there; 

The trophies of her splendid strife with thee, 

Crowning that strife with immortality. 

G. vt < 
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SONNET, 

TO CATHARINE SETTON, 

u would'st tempt me, pretty Neophyte, 

bred in those learn'd halls whose sons erst broke» 

h arm polemic, Rome's usurped yoke, 

;h all unlit to wage with eyes so bright 

miles so sweet the controversial fight ; 

whom no few as Methodist assail, 
thou would'st tempt to quit the happy pale 
igland's Church, to pope and priest my right 
3ught resigning. Cherish, gentle friend, 
i new-found light, if light it be, and tread 
louded path to heaven ; and let me wend 

way, with difficulty sore bested, 
eeding more incumbrances, alone, 
rom thy Church's fetters, and thy own ! 

R. S. 



BOUNCE. 

•** optata luce fruatur." — ^Vir«, 



Time and Fortune ! mighty powers, 

Rulers of creation, 
Ye, on whom these hearts of ours 

Wait in expectation ; — 
Time and Fortune! have ye not. 

In your sunless treasure. 
One unmingled happy lot^ 

One enduring pleasure ? 
Time ! there is but one whose bliss; 

Baffles thy enhancing ; — 
He, who finds in Lucy's kiss 

Pleasures past advancing I 
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Fortune ! there *s but one on earth 
Who thy power despises ; — 

lie who prizes Lucy's worth, 
He whom Lucy prizes ! 

F. GoLlOHTLT. 



THE WEDDING; 

A ROMAK TALE* 

" Oh ! snatdi'd away in Beauty's bloom, 
On thee shall press no ponderoos tomb !*' 

Byron. 

By the side of the Latin way, amidst many other 
mementos of fallen greatness or faded beauty, there arose 
a small pillar of white marble, bearing neither emblem 
nor inscription. The singular simpUcity of its appearance 
frequently excited the attention and inquiries of the 
passers-by, but no one gratified their curiosity. She 
whom that marble commemorated was known to few; 
and those who remembered her told not of her virtues; 
for they shrank from the pain they felt in the recital. 

JuUa was the daughter of distinguished and wealthy 
parents, in the reign of Tiberius. Sne was an only child, 
and had been educated with the fondest attention. When 
she attained her eighteenth year she was very beautiful: 
she was taller than most women; her nose was acquiline, 
her hair dark and glossy; the smile that played on her 
lips was provokingly arch, and in her large blue eyes 
dignity was inexpressibly combined with tenderness. 
The qualities of her heart were not inferior to those <rf 
her person; so that it is not be wondered at that the 
hana of Julia was solicited in marriage by the heirs of 
many of the first families in Rome. 
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But she had early given away her a£Pections to the son 
►f her father's brother. Young CoeUus was younger 
han his cousin, and fortune had given him a lower 
station in life, and a humbler property. He was very 
landsome however, very accomphshed, and perfectly 
uniable; so that the parents of JuUa made no difficulty 
)f acceding to the match. The preliminary ceremonies 
bad been gone through: the hallowed straw* had been 
broken between the young couple; the dower had been 
settled; the Augurs had been omsulted, and had re- 
turned a favourable answer. Finally, CoeUus had pre- 
sented to his future bride the sacred ring, which was to 
be the pledge of their eternal affection. It was a plain 
circle of gold, with the inscription " in aternum r It was 
customary to put these rings upon the fourth finger of 
the left lumd, because it was imagined that a vein ran 
fflunediately from that finger to the heart. It was a 
feofish superstition, but Coelius was observed to shudder 
when Juha placed her ring upon the wrong finger. 

One of the rejected suitors of Julia was a favourite 
with the Emperor. When our tale is of a creature so 
jpure and so unhappy as Julia, we cannot waste our time 
»n describing the characters of the wretches by whom 
her death was effected. It is enough for our purpose to 
say that Marcius made use of the influence he possessed 
in such a manner, that the father of Julia trembled for 
his fortune and his life ; he began to retract the engage- 
ments by which he was bound to his nephew, and to ae« 
vise plans for the marriage of his daughter with the 
court-favoiuite. 

Ccehus was an orphan. He had been educated under 
the same roof with Julia ; and his guardians had hitherto 
been amply repaid for the expense of his maintenance by 
the reflection that they were instructing the husband of 
their child. Now, however, they began to be vexed by 

* Siipula. Hence the term stipulation. 
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having him always before their eyes ; they saw that the 
accomplishment of their scheme was impossible while he 
remained with their daughter, and they prepared to re- 
move him. The union of those affectionate hearts wi» 
f)rocrastinated for a long time upon various pretences ; at 
ast the young man was sent, m order . to complete hif 
education, upon a tour, with permission to return in a 
year and claim his betrothed bride. 

The year passed sadly away. He was forbidden to 
keep up any correspondence with his cousin until its ex- 
piration. At last the happy June arrived which allowied 
nim to return ; which permitted him to meet the gaze d 
those bright eyes, in whose sight only he seemed to live* 
He flew to Rome on the wings of expectancy! 

As he approached the dwelling-place of his hopes, hia 
thoughts, his happiness, circumstances occurred whidi 
flUed him with the gloomiest forebodings. "Several dT his 
young acquaintance, when tfiey met him, shook their 
heads, and endeavoured to avoid his address. As he 
passed by the mansion of his once-contemned rival, he 
observed a slave clad in unusual finery ; and " What!* 
he said, " is Marcius to feast the Emperor to-day .?'* 
" Marcius,'^ said the slave, " will feast a fairer guests- 
he will bring home his bride to-night ! ^ Coelius started 
as if a viper had crossed his path ; but he recovered him* 
self immediately. "It was but a suspicion!*" he said, 
" and I will have done with it !^ He said no more, but 
ran on with desperate impetuosity to the well-known 
door. He heeded not the malicious rumours, and the 
compassionate whispers, which were circulated around 
him : with a fluttering heart and faltering step he hur- 
ried to the chamber which had been the scene of theiif 
last parting. As he. put his hand upon the door, a 
thousand visions flocked upon his brain. " Then she 
was good, and afiectionate, and beautiful, and true ; and 
she looked upon me so tenderly, and spoke to me so 
kindly ; — and nowy will her look be as tender, and her 
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Vcnoe as kind ? I will be in suspense no longer !^ He 
tlmist open the door and stood in her presence. 

She was sitting at the window, hau-shaded from his 
view by some beautiful orange-trees. She did i^ot seem 
to have observed his entrance ; for she did not rise from 
her seat, nor move her head from the delicate white 
hand which was supporting it. ^^ Julia !^^ he cried, in a 
voice ef the wilaest passion; but she did not stir. 
'^Julia,^ he said, coming nearer, and speaking in a 
calmer tone; still she was motionless. "Julia," he 
whispered gently, bending his head over the orange- 
blossoms. Their lips almost met; she started. frt>m 
him as if from profanation* . " Coelius !"" she exclaimed, 
" this must not be ! I have broken the holy cake * 
with another ! to-night I shall be the wife of Mardus."" 

He lifted his hands to Heaven ; — a curse rose to 
his fips. " May the vows you have falsified, — may the 
hopes you have blighted, — may the heart you have 

broken ^bnt no, Julia," he continued, as he gazed 

uptm her rayless eye, and her colourless cheek, — " You 
have suffered much — and I cannot — I cannot reproach 
you!" He hid his tears with his hands, and rushed 
into the street. 

She had indeed suffered much J Her face had become 
pale and emaciated, her step melancholy and slow : she 
no longer took her wonted care in arranging her dress, 
or setting in order her luxuriant hair ; but this was not 
the alteration which had shocked her unfortunate lover ; 
it was the languor which had succeeded to her natural 
liveliness, — the despondency in her every accent, — ^the 
absence of soul in her every look ! 

.The ^evening came, and the ceremony was near at 
hand. Julia suffered her attendants to adorn her, 
reckless herself of the pains they took, and the decora- 

• 

* The ceremony was rarely, if ever, iised in the reign ofTiberin*. 
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tions thej bestowed. They put upon her a long wMte 
robe, quite plain ; it would have well set off the bloom 
of her lovehness, but upon the paleness of her sorrow 
it seemed to sit like a shroud. They made large masses 
of her hair to flow dishevelled down her neck, and min- 
gled with it locks of wool, to signify that, in her new 
station, she was to imitate the purity of the Vestals, 
whose peculiar emblem it was. ^ The extremities of her 
long ringlets were curled and arranged with the steel of 
a lance; and among her attendants there were many 
pretty flutterings and drawings-back as they handled so 
terrible a comb. Then they suffered her to wait m 
quiet the approach of the bridegroom. He was not 
long in his coming. They drew over her head the 
crown of vervain, and concealed her deathlike featora 
beneath the flame-coloured veil. They put cm too 
the yellow slippers, which it was the fastucm tot 
brides to wear : they were so contrived as to add ooa- 
siderably to the height, but Jidia'^s was so much fr 
minishea by sadness and disease, that even with Ait 
assistance she did not seem near her usual stature. 

It was night ; and she was borne to the house of her 
husband by the light of flambeaux. Three young 
pefrsons, whose parents were still living, were her con- 
ductors. Two supported her, and Julia indeed stood 
in need of support ; the third walked before her, bear- 
ing a torch of pine. A distaff and spindle, a child's 
coral, and other emblems of her future duties, were 
carried behind her. Her fiiends and relations also fol- 
lowed, each bearing in his arms some present to the 
new-married couple. Coelius was among them, but he 
concealed his face in the folds of his gown, and his smo- 
thered sighs attracted no observation. 

At last they came to the threshold of the bridegropia; 
it was tastefully adorned with wreaths of flowers ; tnoi 
wooUen fillets, smeared with oil, wer^ hung round >to 
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eep out enchantments. The master of the house stood 
it the door, and the crowd gathered round it to witness 
he conclusion of the ceremony. 

They asked her, according to custom, under what 
title she came.^^ She had opened her lips to answer, 
•rhen Coelius ran forward and threw himself between 
&f arcius and his beloved. " Oh ! no, no !^ he cried ; 
" I cannot hear it! — do not, do not kill me quite !^-* 
" Back, back !'^ she said, shuddering, — " shall I not 
obey my father ?" The youth heard not — saw not ; he 
was led away, senseless and unresisting ; and the cere- 
mony proceeded. Again she was askea under what title 
she came ; and she answered, as was prescribed for her, 
in a low but distinct tone, " Vbi tu Cuius, ego Caia /'"** 
They hfted her from the ground, for it was reckoned an 
c?il (Hnen to touch the threshold in her entrance. They 
lifted her from the ground, and she spoke no word, and 
made no struggle. But ere they had set down her foot 
upon her husband^s floor, she trembled with a convulsive 
<||Wvering, and her head fell back upon the youth who 
mpported her left shoulder. Again they put down their 
biutlen, but it was quite motionless ! They tore the 
▼eil from her head ; — -ner look was fixed ana quiet ;' — 
hw eye open and dull ; — she was quite dead ! 

P. C. 



• This was the customary response, signifying, " Where you are the 
nuttter I shall be mistress!" 
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PRIVATE CORRESPONDENCE. 

[Mr. Coartenay is both surprised aud grieved to hear that the unwar 
able curiosity of the Public has cast a sacrilegious eye upon his Pi 
Correspondence ; and that his Private Letter to a brother Moi 
has been made the subject of animadversions totally unjustifiable, 
prevent mistakes, he thinl^s it necessary to inform the Public, Xh 
Private Correspondence is — NOT TO BE READ.] 

IV. 

Peregrine Courtenaj/ to Mr. B. Bookworm. 

MY DEAR BEKJAMIK, 

Allow me to congratulate ydu upon the happj 
mination of your literary labours. Allow me to ooi 
tulate you, not hypocritically, or sarcastically, or 
umphantly, but sincerely, and as a friend. We '. 
been long opposed to each other, as writers ; and 
though the sword of attack was sheathed by me al: 
as spon as it was drawn, on your side its pomt has 
constantly protruded in a very threatening attitude 
mean not to complain of this ; I will say nothing 
what is civil and conciliatory ; it would be unman 
me to do otherwise, now that my adversary is hor 
combat. Well then, you have said your say, and we 
if you please, 

** Leave this keen encoimter of our wHs, 
And faU to something of a slower metHbd." 

I have heard it remarked, my good Benjamin, 
your last Number is somewhat dear. I must coi 
and I believe you must confess, that the matter caati 
therein is somewhat scanty ; but nevertheless, as it i 
last time I shall have an opportunity of patronizing 
I have not grudged you my shilling. You have t 
leave very aecently, or, in the words of the old b 
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rives, ** You have made a good end !^ I must say I 
"ather envy you. But there^is one passage in your last 
x«ne which rather surprised me : — 

" If the ' Etonian * has behaved in a manner unworthy of its Con- 
inctors towards the * Salt-Bearer ,* there is no reason that I should re- 
^te a single word upon them !" 

My magnanimous rival ! let us go over . the grounds 
:^ our squabble temperately. 

I was originally, as you know, the Conductor of a 
small Miscellany, in manuscript; I was requested to 
ast&bltsh a Periodical Publication in its piace. I de« 
elined it, on the ground that the talent of Eton was not 
adequate to such an undertaking. Soon after, ^^ The 
Salt-Bearer^ was advertised. I felt a curiosity to know 
Mxaething of its authors, because, had the work been 
oonductea .by any person upon whose discretion or au- 
mrity I could rely, I should have be^n glad to have 
wpiKHrted him to ihe best of my abihties. I made 
bquobnes, without e£Pect, among such of my schoolfellows 
u were most distinguished for genius or industry : it 
was suggested to me that " The Salt-Bearer'^ was not 
actually set on foot by an Etonian, or, at least, not by 
one at that time belonging to the School. I made in- 
quiries upon this point at your Bookseller's, and could' 
Sno answer. Was it not natural enough for me to 
eve that my suspicions were correct ? I did believe 
w, and I made no secret of my belief. Was I obliged 
by any motive of justice to withhold my ideas respectmg 
one who voluntarily thrust himself in a mask brfore 
the public ? Who has any scruple in expressing his 
opimcms relative to Junius? — or the Scotch novelist ? — 
or^JobnBuU?'' 

Well ! the work appeared, and if I thought that it 
^aanot calculated to advance the credit of Eton, my 
judnnent may have been erroneous ; but it was the 
jiic^;ment of many persons, wiser far than either Fere* 

TOL. Ill I 
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grine Courtenay or Benjamin Bookworm. I expressed 
that judgment, and my reasons for it, very openly ; and 
again I must ask, by what principle should I have been 
withheld from doing so ? There were one or two cuts at 
myself in your debut, but they were so insignificant that 
I cannot even censure you for making use of them. 

The work proceeded, and some friends, who took niore 
interest in ipy little Manuscript Miscellany than it de- 
served, wished me to publish some extracts from it, in 
order to do away the stain which the reputation of Eton 
had suffered from the writings of " Tne Salt-Bearer.^ 
It is needless for me to explain why the project of the 
" Selection**' was given up, and that of the " Etonian'' 
substituted in its place. Suffice it to say, that the 
hearty promises of support which I immediately re- 
ceived convinced me that those of my schoolfellows, 
whose good opinion I wished to enjoy, were not (Jjs- 
pleased at the stqps I had taken. 

When the First Number of " The Etonian^ was ins 
state of forwardness, T received from a friend', whom 
no one can know without esteem, some very witty re- 
marks upon " The Salt-Bearer,'' intended for inser- 
tion in the King of Clubs : it had been my intention to 
refrain from any mention of yoiir publication, but the 
remarks in question amused me so much, that I felt very 
loath to withhold them from my readers. While I was 
thus wavering, your Fourth Number appeared, in \diich 
I was alluded to in a most extraordinary manner. I 
have not room to quote the whole of your attack. I 
was accused of " rancour ;" — " malice ;" — '^ pride ;"— 
" hatred "-^" and a variety of ill-natured offences." 

Alas ! the infirmities of human nature ! — I confess it, 
Mr. Bookworm, I flew into a most devouring passion ;— 
I lost my temper, Mr. Bookworm, and I shouted, ** To 
Arms I " And truth to say, a youth like me, who^ h^ 
all his life preserved a good, respectable, quiet, silly sort 
of character ; who had always had a great propensity to 
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tting in c|pors, and a great horror of duelling ; who had 
ome no reputation more disgraceful than that of 
Sap;'^ no nickname more opprobrious than that of 
Toup r" — I say, Mr. Bookworm, such a youth as this 
light fly off at a tangent, when he was fulminated at by 
3 terrible an assailant. I repeat it, — I lost my temper ; 
hurried to the Printing-office ; and I not only dis- 
larsed the light javelin * which had been put into my 
anas by my friend, but took from my own armory a 
ss keen, but more ponderous weapon, which you may 
ok for in the " Second Meeting of the Club.'*' I con- 
ss it ; I was very abusive. But my abuse lighted 
pon literari^^ not moral character. I beUeve I accused 
ou of dullness, stupidity, presumption; — I am not 
ire if I did not call you a blockhead ! But if I had 
lid one word of " malice,''" — " rancour,'*' — or " hatred," 
-I should have felt it my duty to apologize for it long 

Well ! N'. I., with all its severity, went forth to the 
rorld ; I grew cool, and I was^ sorry that I had been so 
iolent. I said to myself, " if the author of this work 
eceives my attack in silence, and honours me with not 
»ne word in reply, he will take a high ground, and obtain 
I superiority over me which I snail never be abk to 
recover."" This made me very uneasy. 

By-and-by your next Number appeared ! I was hap- 
pier than you can conceive ! Every sarcasm I had ut- 
tered was answered by one twice as furious; if Peregrine 
was angry, Benjamin was mad : I hugged the dear in- 
vectives with delight; as you waxed more wrathful I 
waxed more pleased; and at last, when, as the climax of 
my happiness, I found that you had been carping at the 

" Lines to ;"" those hnes which would have done 

honour to any living poet; those lines which, had they 
appeared in your columns, would have made " The Salt- 

* The greater part of the satire here alluded to was retrenched in 
our Second Edition. 

i2 
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Bearer^ worthy of immortality; — then I flung down the 
book in transport, and exclaimed, ^^ Our enennes are the 
best friends we have!*" 

From that time to the present " The Etonian^ has 
never renewed the contest. The answers, however, 
which you have published to the strictures of a Corre- 
spondent upon Wordsworth and Coleridge, have shown 
that " The Salt-bearer*" was somewhat reluctant to lajr 
down the cudgels. There was also an occasicmal sly hit 
at Pei:effrine;— respecially one on the score of plagiansm, 
which the author did not think fit to support by any 
examples. You remember the lines " To a Youi^ 
Lady on her l4th Birthday,^ inserted in your Fouru 
Number? — You have accused me of plagiarism, but I 
did not retaliate. Neither was I severe upon your fite- 
rary connexion with a certain Mr. H., because I believe 
that connexion was at least jcommenced when you were 
ignorant of the man^s notorious character. 

And now, after the furious reply in your Fifth Number, 
find the occasional hits in its successors, you come for- 
ward and say, ^^ there is no reason that I snould retaliate 
a single word.'^ The palpable absurdity of this genero- 
sity must be so evident both to yourself and your readers, 
that I need say no more upon the subject. 

At all events, our warmre is now over. I know not 
what your feeUngs may be towards me, but I assure you 
that in mine not a particle of hostiUty exists: if I may 
use the expression, I have shaken hands with you, not 
re'ver&y but by a poetical Ucense. I feel no reluctance 
in allowing tnat the prose composition of your latter 
Numbers has exhibited many signs of improvement; and 
that, if the support you have received has been no greater 
than I believe it to have been, the Editor of the ^ Salt- 
Bearer^ has gone through his work respectably. 

You and I, Mr. Bookworm, have made mum noise in 
our day, and have excited, amon^ our fellow-Etonians, a 
greater sensation than two such msignificant beings ever 
excited before. There has been much talk about u«, 
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rhich has now, I believe, ceased; and there has been 
duch hot blood between us, which has now, I trust, 
TOwn cool. For my part, I can look back to oiir early 
iisputes as if they were the. events of a former age; and 
letect our respective blunders and mistakes as cahnly as if 
[ were making the same examination into the conduct of 
3ur great grandfathers. - 

When I throw a glance over the journey which our 
Etonian writers have travelled, I fancy that I see three 
different routes leading towards the same point* In the 
centre, Messrs. Griffin and Grildrig are rioing a couple 
of dever nags, at a ^ood round trot: on one side, Mr« 
Bookworm is bestridmg what is commonly termed " a 
safe Cob for an infirm Gentleman;^ which scrambles 
over his ground in such a manner, that the spectators 
imagine he will eome'to a dead stop every instant: on the 
othor side is Mr. Courtenay, — ^whip ana spur, whip and 
spur, the whole way; — ^up hill and down hill, bush and 
laiar, furze and fence, — ^it is the same thing. Mr. C, 
they say, never uses a curb; and the animal occasionally 
waxes so formidably obstinate, that he has infinite dim- 
culty in keeping his seat. 

Ijhe meaning of all this is, that it would have been 
well for you to have had a httle less discretion, and for 
me to have had a httle more; it would have been well for 
rou to have drunk a httle more punch, and for me to 
ive drunk a httle less. But what could I do? The 
** Salt-Bearer^ am)eared, and was voted milk and water! 
It -Was necessary lor me to prepare a more potent beve- 
rage! I will venture to assert, that if the "Microcosm*** 
itself had appeared immediately after " The Salt-Bearer,'** 
its success would have been precarious. Eton waiited 
something more pungent ! " The Etonian*" substituted 
the puncn4)owl for the tea-pot; and people ran away 
from Mr. Bookworm's best bonea, to see Mr. Gohghtly 
squeezing the lemons. 

I, Fer^rine Courten^, as is well known, am a Vcty 
sober long-faced sort of Editor, somewhat of a friend to 
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\a quiet pint of ale, or a social glass of old port, but a most 
abominable enemy (I hope Sir Thomas will not be angry) 
to every thing that bears the name of downright jwlifi- 
cation. — I was therefore not less surprised than my 
friends at finding myself a Member, nay the President, 
of a Club, so formidably jovial. Many times during the 
first week of my reign did I turn round in an absent fit 
and exclaim, " How in the name of sobriety did I come 
here?"" However, finding that there were no spirits in 
our punch-bowl saving the spirit of good-humour, and no 
danger (^intoxication saving the intoxication of success, I 
gradually became reconciled to my situation, and can bow 
get drunk, in print, with very tolerable success. With 
you, however, my dear Sir, I am quite sober. I would 
not have ventured to obtrude myself upon your retire* 
ment in a condition of which you could have disapproved. 
I do assure you, upo^ the word of ai; Editor, that I 
have drunk nothing this morning but some " Meander? 
of Sensibility,'* by " Juvenis,*" — ^very weak and corky 
indeed; and some " TrickUngs fromTweed,^ by "Allen- 
a^Dale,^ the first bottle of which has poisoned half the 
Club. 

I have been remarking upon the birth of you and me. 
Let me now look back to your decease, and forward 
(alas !) to my own. 

You have taken leave of your readers, I must say, 
pretty decently. I regret, however, that you have not 
thought fit to disclose to the world the names of your 
several Correspondents, and the papers for which you 
are indebted to them. I regret it, not, believe me, from 
any silly curiosity, but merely from a regard for your 
own character. I wish you had shown (I htow you 
could have shown) that it was not your hand which put 
rancour and maUce and hatred into your Fourth Num- 
ber ; that it was not your ingenuity which coined that 
unlucky nuU^ in your Fifth. But however — you have 
delivered your Farewell Address, and I am getting 
ready mine. On the 28th of July, (I weep as I think 
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of it) the Club will be dissolved, and " Th^ Etonian'^ 
will be no more. 

In the concealment of your Correspondents'* names, I 
think I shall not imitate you. It is at present my 
intention to adopt a contrary line of conduct. I am 
actuated in this by two very opposite motives — ^by a 
feeling of modesty |and a feeling of pride. Modesty 
induces me to take care that I may not be commended, 
as I have been, for writings whicn are another's ; and 
that others may not be abused, as they have been, for 
writings which are mine. . Pride, on the other hand, 
compel me to wish that my name may appear in print, 
oouj^ed with names which are, and long will be, a part 
of our most triumphant recollections. When I reflect 
exultingly on the powerful minds upon which Pereerine 
Courtenay has leaned for support, I Would fain hope 
that in after-years he may continue to share in their 
praises — to partake of their immortaUty ! 

I diall be very sorry, Mr. Bookworm, to ^ve up my 
Editorship ; and yet, upon second thoughts, I think I 
shall be. very glad. To say .the truth — the plain, 
honest, unvarnished, unsophisticated truth, — Editorship 
is a desperate bore. Eh bien ! I did not encounter it 
voluntarily ! As Shakspeare says, " some are bom 
great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness 
thrust upon them !*" 

What a bore it is to have an idle Contributor ! — " My 
dear Mr. Montgomery ! your pen has been dry a long 
time, and we can ill do without you.'' " I wiU go to 
work immediately, Mr. Courtenay ; what shall it be .? — 
another Essay !"—" Excellent!" "But then I'm so 
idle ! or another Somnium ?" — " Admirable ! " — " But 
then I 'm so idle ! or another poem in . the Ottava 
RimaT" — "Inimitable!" — "But then I'm so in-com- 
pre-hen-ffl-bly idle!" 

What a bore it is to be criticized by a blockhead ! — 
'' Mr. Editor, the pubUc opinion of your merits is higher 
than it should be.'^ — " I beg your pardon. Sir, but I'thirik 
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iron are singular in your opinion.*" — " Mr. Editor, your 
evities are cusgusting !^ — " I beg your pardgn, Sir, but 
I think you are mistaken P — " Mr. Editor, your imperti- 
nence is insufferable I'** — " I beg your pardon^ Sir, put I 

think you are .*" 

What a bore it is to have a troublesome Contributor:! 
^^ Mr. Moonshine ! it^s absolutely impos^ble for me to 
insert your Ode!'" — "My Ode! oh! dock it, and dness 
it, and alter it ; I leave it quite to your judgment ! you'D 
oblige me ! really now !"" — " I have made a few correc- 
tions here, Mr. Moonshine ! I hope you approve !**— 
"Approve! why zounds! Courtenay, I won't sweKt^ 
but you Ve cut out the sting, the point, the attractimi cf 
the whole. Look here, man, what have you done! 
Bless me ! what have you done with Urien's beard P'*— 
" Urien's beard. Sir ? Oh ! Urierfs beard was too long} 
a great deal too long, Sir ; flowed through three stanzas, 
and a half ! I have used the razor, shaved him pretty 
close, indeed !**"* — " Ignorance ! may you never have a 
beard of your own to shave, or a razor to shave with \ 
And, murder ! Sir, what have you done with iEtna ? my 
* ejaculated flames,' my ^ vomit of sulphur,' and my 
' artillery of Tellus?'"— " Why, really. Sir, without ^ 
joke, your Mtna, was too loud, too loud a great deal^ 
Sir ; and you have put too much fire in it ; Oh ! by ffitX 
too much fire ; more fire than iEtna ever vomited sinc^ 
she swallowed her first emetic !" — ^ Fire, Mr. Courtenay" 
you have left my verses cold as the love of a blockheadt 
or Sir Thomas NesBit before his morning's draught 




Struck it out ! struck out Melpomene ! what ! thB- 
* pale blue eye,' and the * gaze of wonderment,' and tirm 
' long dishevelled hair,' and the dagger, and the bowl ! 
— " It went to my heart, Sir, to stn£ out a bowl of ar».; 
sort, but it was the most insipid bowl I ever tasted !** — - 
"Go to the Devil, Mr. Courtenay!"—" I am goirMg 
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this nuntite, Mr. Moonshine ; but, upon my 
xr, the Ode can't go with me ! '^ 
hat a bore it is to be pointed at ! — What a bore it 
be laughed at ! — What a bore it is to correct manu- 
ts ! — What a bore it is to correct proofs !— What a 
it is to scribble all day !— What a bore it is to 

ale all mght ! — What a bore it is to but I 

itop before I work myself into a fever ! 
das ! My trammels are indeed heavy upon me ! but 
have got rid of yours. Whether you have retired 
nir Sabine farm, or to the sacred recesses of Granta; 
her you are chopping logic, or chopping cabbages ; 
her you are invocating Mathesis or the Muse ; whe- 
you are dreaming of problems or of proof-sheets— 
le senate house or of second editions ; — assure your- 

Mr. Bookworm, that the best wishes of Peregrine 
rtenay are with you ; and allow him to conclude, as 
egan, by congratulating you most sincerely. 

Your'*s, editorially, 

Febegbine Coubtenay. 
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Kind Spirit! balm of care and wrong, 
Sweet playfellow of Reason, 

Accept a light May-morning song, 
A song of thy own season. 

Thou *rt fairer than thy comrade, Joy, 
Though she's the younger sister; 

Hadst thou been ours without alloy, 
We never should have miss'd her. • 

I 5 ' 
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Sweet Hope! thou lov'st us well, and yet" 
Thou wilt not serve us blindly ; 

Thou hast no petted favourite ; 
Who loves, must use thee kindly. 

Too delicate for the rough play 

Of boisterous-expectations, 
From their rude grasp thou slipp'st away, 

And leav*st us to impatience. 

We chide thee, Hope, and wish thee oft 

By Pleasure superseded ; 
Yet thou art kind, however scofTd, 

And com*st again when needed. 

Thou falVst upon us like a gleam 

Of sunshine unexpected; ' < 

Thy sports, like children's, aimless seem, 
Yet are they heaven-directed. 

We call thee false — 't is but thy ape. 
The thing that so deceives us, 

Comes without cause, an airy shape. 
And without reason leaves us. 

For thou art of immortal birth ; 

No thing of here or now; 
Thy place of dwelling is on earth, 

But not of earth art thou ! 

W. 

Miuj 7, 1821. 
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v' 

Ifr. Samuel Rashleigh to Lady Caroline Rashleigh. 

Eton Ck>l. May 7, 1821. 
MY DEAR MAMMA, 

According to your particular desire I have sent you 
retty quick account of our arrival, which was as safe 
rou could ever have possibly desired; and as to time, 

only fault was that we were rather too soon. Per-. 
s you and Papa will think this impossible ; but I as- 
5 you they tell me that it would have been much 
:er for us to have stayed in London a few hours 
jer, and not to have come here so unfashionably early, 
ary is very much of their opinion, as in that case he 
lid have been able to have visited a few more sights, 
dcularly the wild beasts, which he declares he will 
e especial care never to miss again. You cannot 
igine any thing more dismal than Eton looked as we 
ve into the College boundaries, or any thing, in fact, 
re totally different from the gay and crowded appear- 
e which the Long Walk exhioited to the astomshed 
s of a new comer. There was scarcely a single creature 
;he street, excepting a few Collegers moping about in 
ir long black gowns, the very picture that one would 
cy of every thmg that is sorrowful. The Chapel, the 
lool-Room, and all the buildings in the place, looked 

times blacker than usual, and many of them, from 
ir barred and grated windows, bore a very near re- 
iblance to so many prisons. The shops, which, as I 
ik I told you, are pretty numerous in the immediate 
?hbourhood of the Dames* houses, were almost all 
sely shut up, as I understand they always are during 
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our holidays, — a pretty good proof how these pastry- 
cooks, and such sort of people nere, live upon the boys. 
Towards evenmg they all began to brush up their win- 
dows, and to set out their dainties in the nicest possible 
display, in order to entice some newly-arrived cus- 
tomers — determined, I dare say, to make up for three 
w^ks^ lost time by an additional squeeze m the wet 
lined pockets. ' Indeed there seems to be a sharp contest 
among* the harpies of Eton, to see which shall get the 
most of the boys', money before it is all gone. Between 
them all this last purpose is pretty soon accomplished. 

The Fifth and Sixth Form boys will be here in a very 
few days, and then every thing will go on as r^ulariy iH 
ever a^n. I should think that they composed half of 
the SchooL By-the-by, it is high time for you to kwiw 
that I am called Rashleigh Major, and Henry Radi- 
lei^h Minor; and this is the only means oS distinctien 
which it is proper for me or any Dody else to use. To 
be sure it seems very ridiculous to be obliged to learn a 
new way of addressing one'*s brother; but if I was, by 
any mischance, to call him by his Christian name, 1 
should most infallibly be laughed at. I must allow that 
I think Mr. Plodwefrs method is superior to the Eton 
one in this point; for he always used to mark us plainly 
enough by the old plan of Senior and Junior. Some of 
the boys have already pitched upon a spot of ground in 
the Playing-Fields, intending to ask leave of the Captain 
of the School to appropriate it entirely to the use of our 
Cricket. The knowing ones tell me tnat it is excellently 
•^ adapted for the purpose; and, with a little mowing and 
rolhng, and such sort of care, which they intend to give 
it, wiU become really beautiful. The principal mover in 
all these aifairs is a young Baronet, by name Sir W. 
Roby, who is also, as 1 understand, to lie head bdwler. 
He has astonished me wonderfully by various accounts 
of the amazing distance to which he can drive a ball ; 
Heaven defend me from ever going half so far to fetch it.t 



THE BASHLEIOH LXTTEE-BAG. i8I 

Sut it is Boine consolation to consider that he is rather 

given to the marvellous. Henry, I find, took a very 

early opportunity of going up to the shop, according to 

his agreement with Papa, and choosing a bat. He h 

quite in ecstasies at having got one so much streaked as 

to resemble mahogany, and declares that it was quite 

his own unassisted selection. It certainly is a very 

pretty one, and I hope it will turn out well. My Tutor 

tells me that I must take very great pains with my verses, 

in order to be sent up for good before my trials for the 

Fifth Form, which t^e place at the beginning of next 

naQth. But I suppose this will want explanation. The 

Aanstant Master, who always inspects our compositions, 

tikes any one copy that he thinks deserving, and, (tfter 

^ we have altered the faults, and written it over very neatly, 

; lends it up to the Head Master, who takes some oppor^ 

, tmtj to read it out to the boys assembled in School. 

I This is reckoned a very great thing, and much greater than 

■ - I have any hopes of succeeding m ; but of course I will 

do iny best. I find there are two parties, a boat party, 

ttid a cricket one ; and they consider it quite impossible 

tQ belong to both. The latter are at a stand at present, 

because uie principal leaders are not yet arrived ; but the 

boats are air read^, and look very gay, with their fine 

^ding and paintmg, even to the blades of the oars. I 

will teffl mere a bout their proceedings],by-and-by . Thefe 

^ve a good many new boys already, and I am happy to 

^ that they look quite as foolish, appear quite as con- 

Aued, and get rather more teas^, than I did. You 

blow it is a great satisfaction never to be singular. It is 

to be hoped something will happen to make my n^xt Jet- 

^ a little more interesting. In the meantime, you must 

*»q)t our united loves, and believe me to be, my dear 

Manftna, 

Yours affectionately, 

Sam Rashleioh. 
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VI. 

Mr. Samuel Rashleigh to the Rev, Marmaduke Bradshaw, 

Eton, May 23, 1821. 
MY DEAE UNCLE, 

I imagine that you have abeady discovered that I 
have acquired, among other qualifications pecuUar to an 
Etonian, an extreme unwiUingness to letter-writing. TKs 
fault is a very fashionable one here now, and 1 have no 
doubt it prevailed a little even in your time. Like other 
people in similar circumstances, I comforted mysdf 
most ingeniously by the expectation that you would 
hear all about us from home, where we both sent verj 
ample despatches, and confirmed them in the holidays. 
Now I have positively sat down to beg pardon for pist 
oiTences, or, to speak in Eton language, to ask for my 

first fault — to profess better manners in future — and 
punctually to give you my very best thanks for a most 
effectual piece of service, which you rendered both of us, 
and which I shall, proceed faithfully to relate. You 
may fancy my astonishment, and my alarm too, when I 
was ordered, quite unexpectedly, by a sudden messenger^ 
to come to Swinburne, one of the Sixth Form. I made 
a thousand conjectures about the reason of his sending 

r for me, and began to consider and try to recollect if I 
could have offended him by not shirking him out of 
bounds, or any other transgression. I asked the boy 
who was despatched for me " if he was sure that I was 
the right person ? if he knew my name, or what I was 
wanted for?*" with innumerable other questions, all in 
vain. However, it was not in my power to disobey the. 
summons ; so I followed along quietly enough, but in a 
terrible fright, and looking, as I should judge, very 
much like a criminal. What then must have been my 
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irpme, ' or rather delight, ' when upon my arrivuig in- 
e presence of this formidable man of authority, he 
*st of all mentioned your name, and asked ^^ if I was 
vt your nephew ? How long I had been here ? What 
irt of the* School I was in ? and how I liked it ?^ This 
as not the examination I expected, so I plucked up my 
mts, and answered with a little confidence. After 
is he took me to several of his friends in the same part 
' the School as himself, and desired me to thank them 
ich for their Liberties, which he had obtained from them 
my behalf. Of course I did as I was ordered ; but it 
as very absurd to thank a person before you knew that. 
? had done any thing for you. If I had been in a 
ughing humour, I am afraid I should have offended 
lem. However, Swinburne gave me an explanation of 
le. business ; and as I think it is an old custom, I shall 
ike it for granted that you know all about it. The 
dvantage of these Liberties, as they call tliem, I assure 
ou I have already experienced; for I can go about 
dth twice .the satisfaction, now that I can be seen by 
bese ^reat people at a distance, out of bounds, wiui 
ooijMimty. It appears that your friend Swinburne was 
letermined not to do things by halves ; for, after doin^ 
ae this service, he volunteerea to be my protector, and 
Mrticularly enjoined me to apply to him in ease any one 
liould bully. mQ, Nothing as yet has obliged me to 
Uive recourse to his mediation ; and it is to be hoped 
hat nothing will : however, a powerful friend is not a 
)ad thing anywhere, and his name may do a good deal 
or me. This interview had the very contrary effect 
irom what I expected. I went away as happy as a 
)rince, and ten times better pleased with Eton than ever..- 
^e short time afterwards, on a whole holiday morning, 
t received a note, containing an invitation from my new 
matron to breakfast at ten o^cIock. I slippose we are 
rather later now than you used to be. This seemed to 
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me rather a strange occurrence, but it was not for me to 
reason upon it, so away I posted exactly at the hour, 
with my rolls in my hand, and found my way to Swin- 
bume^s room. There were no powdered footmen to 
announce me, so I opened the door and walked into an 
apartmefit, — to be sure it was not a very large one,— 
quite full of company, who received me as I made my 
bow with a general laugh. This is not at all to be wcm- 
dered at, considering how laughable a figure I must 
have been with the rolls that I carried, staring around 
like one thunderstruck, without the least motion ^ther 
one way or the other. Luckily enough, Swinburne was 
roused by this noise from a deep conversation he had 
entered into with Courtenay ; and perceiving me in the 
situation just mentioned, came very opportunely to my 
rehef, and introduced me as a new subject of his Majesty 
the King of Clubs, in whose honour the breakfast wai 
given. It was, indeed, fit for anv King of any country, 
unless he chooses to dislike (which he certainly has no 
right to do) eggs, chocolate, ham, chicken, beefsteaks, 
meat-pies, patis, and various other good things with 
which the table was covered. The party then present 
seemed to be quite of my opinion, lor every thing de- 
creased most rapidly under their knives and forks. I 
had no idea of such a various display ; it was a com- 
plete dejeHne ct lafourchette, and, after our little teft- 
table, looked quite magnificent. They say, howevtf, 
that nothing which another person would eat at dinner 
comes amiss to an Etonian by way of breakfast. Per- 
haps they had not carried their luxury so far in your 
time. The fags were at a side-table, busily employed in 
eating too, unless when they were sent dway to fiD up a 
chocolate-pot, or get some more eggs, or other errands of 
the same kind. Now that I have ^ven you so good a 
description of the entertainment, I must tell you a little 
about the guests. Courtenay I hav6 mentioned ; then 
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there was a good-naturedJooking man of the name of 
Harvey J a very great fiivourite with all the lower boys ; 
another, called Rowley, who ate prodi^ously, and gare 
lus opinion upon every thing, whether it was good ot 
bad, in a most authoritative manned ; Sir Thomas Ne»- 
Int, Lozell, Oakley, and a host of other worthies, not 
forgetting Grohghtly, who came in about the middle of 
bmkfast, a thorough Dandy, and made a thousand 
excuses. The fact is, he was longer than ordinary in 
arranging his neckcloth, which is a curious piece of 
mechanism. However, he contrived to talk more, and 
cut more jokes, than any other in the room, though only 
in half the time. The conversation turned a good deal 
on the " Etonian,^ a book which is written by some of 
the boys, and comes out monthly. I verily believe that 
some of the company I have just numbered have a 
tty deep interest in it. I remember now, very weU, 
^1 sef^ the Hiafazine in the bookseller^s shop, with a 
pnat of the King of Clubs on the outside, and this 
is no doubt what Swinburne wished me to pay allegiance 
to. I diall certainly buy the last Number, thus far tes- 
tifying my good disposition ; and shall send it to you 
pretty soon, for I am sure you would like to see any thing 
^ comes trcm Eton. Henry is to have the Liberties 
tt well as myself; I am to give him instruction about 
them. Now all this I with very good reason attribute 
to jou ; and I have taken an early opportunity to testify 
my gratitude, although an unlucky Saint's Day has 
^en us what the Head Master calls a ^^ wholesome^ 
four Exercise-weekj and we are just in the middle of it. 
The cricketers complain bitterly of the cold weather. I 
begin to understana the game, and to handle the bat with 
nmn*''attitude, which alTagree to be indispensable. In- 
deed, all the best players have each his peculiar, . and, as 
it appears to me, inimitable, sort of action, which thiey 
display while the bowler is preparing to deUver thp ball. 
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This consists in squaring of elbows, in various contor- 
tions of- the wrists, and many Qther evolutions^ equalij 
useful and elegant. Some shake their bats with consi- 
derable violence, others wield and flourish them with 
perfect ease and command. In fact, there seems to be 
as much art necessary for the management of this instru- 
ment, as a lady requires for the graceful use of her fan ; 
so, of course, an inexperienced boy like me cannot ex- 
pect to attain it in a day. However, I flatter myself 
that I shall astonish you when I come home, for I posi- 
tively bowled out One of the first-rates in our club the 
other day, and once hit hard enough to entitle me to 
walk with a great air once or twice round my wicket 
after I had done running, by way of recovering my breath. 
To do this in proper style, is, I assure you, reckoned a 
most difficult thing among the most expert performers; 
utterly unattainable, I am sure, by any -of the rustics 
(Etomc^ Clods) whom one sees glaying at home. X have 
written to you in plaiii English, fearing that the dialect 
which we use in general has been imported since you len 
the. School. By the way, your name still contmues in 
existence on several of the Upper School panels, thoudi 
the art of cutting out seems to have been conaderably 
improved since your time, or rather I suppose it was not 
formerly considered too much trouble for a boy to un- 
dertake the task himself; whereas now, very few boys 
condescend to be seen engaged in such a degrading em- 
plojnnent. Indeed, there is a man who is specially occu- 
pied, and, I fancy, gains no inconsiderable «molumait 
irom,the simple office of conferring immortality at the 
moderate charg^ of half-^ucrown, (be the len^h of the 
name what it will — monosyllabic, or tetrasyllable) on any 
body who chooses to pay for it. As it is the fashion, 
therefore, for boys on leaving school to be so immor-; 
talized, I have ^ven special injunctions that a space may 
be reserved for Henry and myself, immediately imder 
'' M, Bradshaw, 1787.'' 
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, Swinbiime and Henry desire me to remember them 
kindly to you ; and, with many thanks to you for this 
frienoly introduction to Swinburne, believe nie 

Your affectionate nephew, 

S. Rashleigh. 

P.S. — Remember me kindly to Guidott. I hope he was 
in time for " the Little Salisbury.^' 



VII. 

Lady Carolitie RaMeigh to the Masters Rashleigh. 

Stapylton Hall. 
MY DEAR BOYS, 

Your letters came quite as soon as I could have 
inshed; that is to say, much sooner than any body ex- 

E*cted. The news, too, is as good as we {)ossibly could 
ve desired; and, in fact, the whole epistle is quite 
firee from that heaviness and sorrow which used to dis- 
tinguish the first notice of your return to Mr. Plod- 
wefl's ; and which was never enlivened by 4he various 
touches and alterations which it used to receive from the 
hands of that worthy gentleman. You seem to be rather 
vexed at arriving so much earher than you need have 
done. It was entirely owing to our over-anxiety for you 
to be in good time ; and we will take care, in fiiture, to 
manage thesie matters better, and not to commit so seri- 
ous a mistake. We think of you very often, and miss 
you very much, I assure you. It is not a little consola- 
tion, however, to think that you Uke Eton so well, as 
hardly to consider it in the light of a school. I do not 
think that you looked very gloomy at starting ; and I am 
sure that your late letter bore no marks of Black Mon- 
day. You are a happy person to live in such a busy 
place, where you have always plenty of subjects for 
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writing upon. Here we go on in our regular course; 
and nothing appears to occur that you woim widi at aU 
to hear. - The dogs, horses, and the other living creatures, 
will not furnish a single Ime; and our neighbours^ affiiirs 
are not a bit itlore interesting than our own. I must not 
forget to tell you that the gamekeepers have disoovered 
two fellows in the act of stealing some pheasants^ eggs. 
How they are to be punished I do not at present know ; 
but your Papa declares that they shall not escape with 
impunity, if he can prevent it. I hope that he will not put 
himself too much forward on the occasion, for these 
poachers are always in confederacy, and perhaps they 
will attack us in gangs, as they have done other people, 
when they find that they will be caught if they come 
sii^ly. We positively think of going to town very 
shortly, and Mr. Rashleigh is at this tune looking out 
for in6mek Perhaps you will be able to get leave to 
pass a day or two with us there ; perhaps, even, we shall 
«onie down to Eton, which I have a great wish to see: 
but Aottung'is'isettled, and I would not have ypu flatter 
yourself too much with any expectation of the soft 
The' principle object of our journey would be to get 
masters for your sister, which, as you know, are not to 
be met with -at home. It does really seem quite a inty 
to leave the country just as it is be^nning to look 
pretty ; and I cannot conceive what mfatuation it is 
that induces every body to crowd to London in the veiy 
loveUest time of the year. You talk a good deal about 
your cricket-club, and seem as if you Uked the thous^ts^ 
of it. You must not suppose me to know any thin^ 
about the game; but I nave always understood that it 
is a good one for boys and men too : so I am gla4 to 
hear that you take an interest in it, particularly as I 
think it iiiuch better to amiise yourself in that maimer, 
than in going on the water. Pray do not get into one 
of those odious boats before you can swim. I shall trust 
to you for preventing Henry. When he likes to write. 
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and h^s pfenty of time, we should be very glad to heaar 
fipphim, as well as from you ; — the oftener the better. 
The Westburys intend to send their little boy to Eton 
as soon as he is old enough. Your account has quite 
turned their heads ; and your being there is not a uttle 
inducement; for no doubt }rou would be able to help 
hup on a good deal. Your father and sister desire then* 
best loves to you and Henry. 

Yours, very affectionately, 

C. Rashleigh. 



VIII. 

Master Henry Rashleigh to Miss Rashleigh. 

Eton, Jane 7. 
MY DEAR SISTEB, 

I am determined to show you that I have not forgotten 
the promise "that I mcule you in the Holidays; and 
pirtly from my own inclination, and partly too, it 
must be confessed, from nfy brother'^s orders, I have sat 
down with a sheet of letter-paper before me, manfully 
' oesolving to cover it at all hazards. Samuel has written 
to my Uncle to thank him for asking Swinburne, one of 
die Sixth Form, to take notice of us, which he has done 
very effectually ; and is a capitaF friend, I assure you. 
Oae^ would hardly suppose that any body could have 
be^ so good-natured, who knows as little of us as he 
does. 'But I will not talk to you about these stupid 
thii^ any longer ; for/ 1 am certain that they will suit 
my brother .ten times better than me, as you will dis- 
cover when he chooses to give his account. I am much 
too cunning to take so much trouble ; beiddes, I think 
I shall eclipse all his prosing by the splendid description 
I mean to give you of the annual Regatta which took 
place on the 4th, and a very preitty si^t it was. You 
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It 



must positively come here when it happens again, and we ■.] 
will take care to send you timely notice. All the long 
boats {to the number of nine or ten) were ranged along 
the bank of a large meadow, just out of Eton, and, at a 
settled time, they all set off, in order, to the sound rf 
music, and rowed a long way up the river, to a place 
called Surly-hall, where there was a large supper lain out 
in the open field, not only for the crews, but also for all 
the Fifth and Sixth Form. If it had been a week later, 
Sam would have been there; as it is now, he is not' 
better than I am — merely a lower boy. But to return 
to my story. The river-side was lined with an immense 
numoer of people — all collected to see the boats start, 
or rather to see the dresses of the rowers. They had 
mostly straw hats, and very gay embroidered blue or 
white jackets, besides great gilt buckles in their shoes, 
such as one observes old codgers wearing, only that they 
were newer, and wreathed. But the steerers were the 
principal attraction — all dressed out in silks andvelvetsand 

fdd, after the Turkish or some other outlandish faidiipn. 
must say, some of them looked more hke girls than 
boys, and I cannot help thinking that those were the 
wisest who had naval uniforms; for it seems more in 
character. I must not forget to mention that every boat 
had a particular flag, painted with some device or other, 
arid a motto. Directly after the procession had begun, 
there was such a scampering and racing about, that you 
^ would positively have imagined that half Eton was on 
horseback. I could hardly recognise some of my ac- 
quaintances, metamorphosed as tney were by their new 
equipments of spurs, top-boots, hunting-whips, and 
straight-cut coats. What capital fun it must be hiring 
a horse" for a couple of hours, just to show off! (to be 
sure we were not locked up m our house till half an 
hour later than usual that night.) The Master said, 
that he could not tell the reason why that indul^nce 
should be given then more than at any other tinae; 
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)ut I dare say in reality he knows well enough. 
[ do believe that Smirk would have cut a very respect- 
ible figure there, and I am sure he would have beaten 
nost of them. You never saw such animals coUected 
x>gether in your life before, many of them with hardly a 
.^ to stand on, and bones peeping through their skins ; 
)tners Just taken up from a common, with all their win- 
ter hair about them, as if they had never felt a curry- 
comb ; and the best were but poor creatures. Then 
there was such flogging, and nollowing, and riding 
figainst one another, that the Epping Hunt could never 
have been more ridiculous ; and great part of the com- 
pany preferred gping to look at them eating their sup- 
Sa*. However, all managed to arrive at Windsor 
ridge, or somewhere about it, before the fire-works 
began ; and most of the carriages, as you may imagine, 
brought with them pretty good loads of the Doys, who 
manaffed to cram themselves in every part. Samuel and 
I got mto a house, which commanded an excellent view 
of the place where the fireworks are exhibited, viz. a 
sort of island in the middle of the river, covered with 
willows, which they call here an eyot^ and perhaps else- 
where too, but I never heard of the same. It was quite 
dangerous to stand on the bridge, from the pressure of 
the horses and vehicles, not to mention that the fabric 
itself is very shaky, and not at all unlikely to tumble 
down with any extraordinary weight. When the boats 
came down, they pursued each other round this eifoty 
and under the bridge with the utmost rapidity ; and I 
understand it is reckoned a great triurapn if they can 
strike the one before them wim their bow, and this they 
call bumping. By this time it was getting quite dark, 
^ the fireworks, which they tell me were unusually 
good, showed themselves to the greatest advantage, as 
wdl as some variegated lamps, which were ranged about 
upon trees and poles. The water-rockets pleased me 
Ijetter than any thing. The Captsdn of the Oppidans 
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has the arrangement of all ; and they say that the pre. 
aent one (Sir Thomas Nesbit) deserves great praise fxx 
his part of the business. I am very well content that 
he wiould have as much as he can posably wish for, 
because I think him a very good fellow, which is qmte 
as much ^is one Eton boy can say for another. Of couise 
it ii quite unnecessary lor me to inform you that we all 
got home at the proper time. And so much for the 4tfa 
of June ! If you are half as well pleased with the rda- 
tion as I was with the sight, I shall be perfectly satis- 
fied ; and you must allow that I have sent you a very fiiD 
one. Samuel is at this moment deeply emdbyed m his 
verses, or he would have sent a few hnes. However, be 
b^ to join in love to you, Mamma, Papa, with, mj 
dear Harriet, 

Your very affectionate Brother, 

H. Rashleigh. 

F. S. I have already ascertained that our EkcHon 
Holidays (so they call them) commence on the 30th of 
nelt month. 



IX. 

Mr. S, Rashleigh to JR. Rashleigh, Esq. 

Eton, June !!• 
MY DEAR FATHER, 

I am so well pleased with my elevation to the digmty 
of a Fifth Form, that I have taken up my pen to give 
you the very earliest intelligence of my dehvery from 
fagging, which, by-the-by, 1 always cared for but little, 
and bf my power to fag, which at present I care for still 
less. I have passed through my trials much more easily, 
and much more successfully, than I expected; for I 
really have taken the places of three boys who were 
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'pre me. Neither of them were very transcend^it 
duses ; but still I had not the most distant idea of 
n^ put above them. The change of which I have 
t informed you is termed a RemoDey and affects more 
less the whole School. Henry, among the rest, has 
; its influence, and is now in that part which I haye 
t left. He has acquitted himself extremely well in 
lis, and is very happy at the thought of changing his 
rence for som^ other authors, which I do not wonder 
, for it is certainly rather above the comprehension ot 
^s of his age, or mine either. My studies, too, are a 
le changed ; but with the exception of Homer, Ho- 
«, and Virgil, they he principally in two volumes, 
itsuning extracts from various writers lumped together, 
the title-page sets forth, ^^ In usum MegUB Schola 
onensis.'^ llien I have nothing further to do with 
i tracing of maps on paper over a glass, or the other 
sans here used for the learning of Geography; besides, 
both say and construe my lessons to a (ufFerent Mas- 
•. It is quite incredible how very httle an Etonian 
lows of Arithmetic. I verily beUeve that many here, 
>t con^dered deficient in abilities, would be very much 
izzled with a simple multipUcation sum, and the very 
Everest would stand a bad chance if they were tried in 
e Rule of Three. There are people who teach cipher- 
g, but I do not see that many learn, or, if they do, I 
d afraid that they recollect but httle. I am exceed- 
gly glad that Mr. Plodwell taught me as far as he has 
me ; for I stand but a poor chance of acquiring any 
M)wledge of that sort. There are speeches now every 
sek. I suppose they are exercised often against the 
"and display, which takes place before the next 
'oUdays, when the School is crowded with ladies 
id gentlemen. The Orators are all from the Sixth 
orm : they walk out into the middle of the School, 
I full dress, and s^out, and saw the air, with 
uibus success. The speeches are generally Latin, 

VOL. lit K 
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sometimes Greek, and, on the great occasion, a 
chosen ' few are favoured with English, for the 
edification, it is to be supposed, of the female part 
of the audience, who (no disparagem^it to their 
learning) ou^t to be in some degree recompensed 
for listening so long, and so attentively, to what they 
cannot understand. 

It is quite ridiculous to observe what great poli- 
ticians some of my schoolfellows are. There are a 
good many pastrycooks^ shops where they take in news- 
papers, which are much more ea^rly devoured than 
any of the cakes, or other good thmgs, espedally when 
Parliament is sitting. It is mcredible with what vigour 
and animosity one will attack the Ministers, and another 
defend them. In fact, if you believe their arguments^ 
they seem ta know a great deal more than any of the 
leading Members in the House of Commons. I hear 
that some time ago a few of the most violent actually 
drew up an Address to the Queen, which, they would 
have sent, if they could have got sufficient signatures. 
I have already picked up a great number of very M-ee- 
able Cons, as we term our acquaintance here, ana, if you 
put your projected scheme of papng us a visit into exe- 
cution, I shall be happy to introduce them to you. In 
the mean time, with best love to Mamma and Harriet, 
believe me, 

Your aflfectionate Son, 

S. Rashleigh. 



( 19^ ) 



GOG:*— A POEM. 

BT FREDERICK OOLIGHTLY, ESQ. 
CANTO II. 

** A most delicate monster!*'— Shak^feare. 

The mom is laughing in the sky, 
The sun hath risen jocundly, 
Brightly the dancing beam hath shone 
On the cottage of clay, and the abbey of stone. 
As on the redolent air they float, 
The songs of the birds have a gayer note, 
And the fiJl of the waters hath breathed around 
A purer breath, and a sweeter sound ; 
And why is Nature so richly dress'd 
In the flowery garb she loveth best t 
Peasant and Monk will tell you the tale ! 
There is a wedding in Nithys-dalel 

With his green vest around him flung, 
His bugle o'er his shoulders hung, 
And roses blushing in his hair. 
The Minstrel-Boy is waiting there ! 
O'er his young cheek and earnest brow 
Pleasure hath spread a warmer glow, 
And Love his fervid look hath dight 
In something of. etherial light : 
And still the Minstrel's pale blue eye 
Is looking out impatiently. 
To see his glad and tender bride 
Come dancing o'er the hillock's side. 

* In this his second Canto, Mr. Oolightly has taken most unwamuit- 
^ble liberties with his metres. He has the authority, he says, of all mo- 
dern Poets ; but I enter my protest agunst all such innovatipn*. — P. C. 

k2 
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For look ! the sun's all-cheering ray 
Shines proudly on a joyous day ; 
And, ere his setting, young Le Fraile 
Shall wed the Lily of Nithys-dale I 

A moment, and he saw her come, 
That maiden, from her latticed home. 
With eyes all love, and lips apart, 
And faltering step, and heating heart. 
She came, andjoin'd her cheek to his, 
In one prolon^d, one rapturous kiss. 
And while it dirilFd through heart and limb, 
The world was nought to her^or him ! 
. Fair was the boy ; a woman's grace 
Beam'd o'er his figure and his face ; 
His red lips had a maiden's pout. 
And his light eyes look'd sweetly out, 
Scattering a thousand yivid flashes 
Beneath thdr long and jetty lashes ;*— 
And she, the still and timid bride. 
That clung so fondly to his side, 
Might well have seem'd, to Fancy's sight. 
Some slender thing of air or light! 
So white an arm, so pale a cheek; 
A look so eloquently meek, 
A neck of such a marble hue, 
An eye of such transparent blue. 
Could never, never, take their birth 
From parentage of sordid earth ! 
He that had search'd fair England round, 
A lovelier pair had never found. 
Than that Minstrel-boy, the young Le Fraile, 
And Alice, the Lily of Nithys-dale! 

Hark! hark! a sound! it flies along, 
How fearfully! — a trembling throngs 
Come round the Bride in wild amaze, 
All ear and eye to hear and gaze ; 
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Again it came, that sound of wonder. 

Rolling along like distant thunder ; 

" That barbi^rous growl, that horrid noise — 

Was it indeed a human yoice ? 

The man must have a thousand tongues, 

And bellows of brass, by way of lungs ! " 

Each to his friend, in monstrous fuss, 

The staring Peasants whisper'd thus : — 

** Hark! hark! another echoing shout 1" 

And, as the boobies stared about. 

Just leaping o'er a mountain's brow^ 

They saw die Brute that made the row ; 

Two meadows and a little bog 

Divided them from cruel Gog ! 

Maiden and matron, boy and man. 
You can't conceive how fast they ran I 
And as they scamper'd, you might hear 
A thousand sounds of pain and fear. 
" 1 get so tired"—" Where's my son?"— 
" How fast the horrid beast comes on ! " — 
" What plaguy teeth !"— " You heard him roar ?" 
" I never puflTd so much before ! " — 
" I can*t imagine what to do!" 
" Whom has he caught?" — " I*ve lost my shoe!" 

"Oh! I'm a sinful"- '' Father Joe, 

Do just absolve me as we go I " 

" Absolve you here? pray hold your pother ; 

I wovdda't do it for ray mother ! 

A pretty time to stop and shrive, 

Zounds! we shall all be broil'd alive! 

I feel the spit !" — " Nay, Father, nay, 

Don't talk in such a horrid way !" 

" Oh ! mighty Love, to thee I bow ! 

Oh give me wings, and save me now !". 

" A fig for Love"—" Don't talk of figs! 

He'll stick us all like sucking-pigs. 

Or skin us like a dish of eels — " 

" Run — ^run — ^be's just upon your heels l" 
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*' I promise the Abbey a silver cup, 
Holy St. Jerome, trip him up ! — " 
** I promise the Abbey a silver crown ! 
Holy St. Jerome, knock him down! — " - 
The Monster came, and singled out 
The tenderest bit in all the rout ; 
Spite of her weeping and her charms, 
He to^'e her from her Lover's arms. 
Woe for that hapless Minstrel-boy ! 
Where is his pride — his hope — ^his joy? 
His eye is wet, — his cheek is pale ; 
He hath lost the Lily of Nitbys-dale! 

It chanced that day two travelling folk 
Had spread their cloth beneath an oak, 
And sat them gaily down to din^. 
On good fat buck, and ruddy wine. 
One was a Friar, fat and sleek, 
With pimpled nose, and rosy cheek, - 
' And belly, whose capacious paunch 
Told tales of many a buried haunch. 
He was no Stoic ! — in his eye 
Frolic fought hard with Gravity ; 
And though he strove, in conversation. 
To talk as best beseem'd his station. 
Yet did he make some little slips; 
And in the corners of his lips 
There were some sly officious dimples. 
Which spake no love for roots and simples. 
The other was a hardy Knight, 
Caparison'd for instant fight ; 
You might have deem'd him framed of stone, 
So huge he was of limb and bone : 
His short black hair, unmix'd with gray, 
Curl'd closely on his forehead lay ; 
His brow was swarthy, and a scar. 
Not planted there in recent war. 
Had drawn one long and blushing streak 
Over the darkness of his cheek. 
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The Warrior's voice was full and bold ; 
His gorgeous arms were rich with gold ; 
But weaker shoulders soon would fail 
Beneath that cumbrous mass of mail ; 
Yet from his bearing you might guess 
He oft had worn a softer dress, 
And laid aside that nodding crest 
To lap his head on Lady's breast. 

The meal of course was short and hasty, 
And they had half got through the pasty. 
When hark ! — a shriek rung loud and shrill, 
The Churchman jump'd, and dropp'd the gill ; 
The Soldier started from the board, 
And twined his hand around his sword ; 
While they stood wondering at the din, 
The Minstrel-boy came running in. 
With trembling frame, and rueful facci 
He bent his knee, and told his case : — 
" The Monster's might away hath riven 
My bliss on Earth, my hope in Heaven ; 
And there is nothing left me now 
But doubt above, and grief below ! 
My heart and her's together fly, 
And she must live, or I must die ! 
Look at the CaitiflTs face of pride. 
Look at his long and haughty stride; 
Look bow he bears her o'er hill and vale, 
My Beauty, the Lily of Nithys-dale !" 

They gazed around them ! — Monk and Knight 
Were startled at that awful sight ; 
They never had the smallest notion 
How vast twelve feet would look in motion. 
Dark as the midnight's deepest gloom. 
Swift as the breath of the Simoom, 
That hill of flesh was moving on ; 
And oh ! the sight of horror won t 
A shriek from sdl our three beholders ; 
He bore the maid upon his shoulder^! 
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" Now/' said the Knight, '* by all the fame 

That ever clung to Arthur*s name, 

I'll do it, — or I *11 try at least. 

To win her from that monstrous Beast l" 

*' Sir," said the Friar to the Knight, 

" Success will wait upon the right ; 

I feel much pity for the youth, 

And though, to tell the honest truth, 

I 'm rather used to drink than slay, 

I '11 aid you here as best I may !" 

They bade the Minstrel blow a blast. 

To stop the Monster as he pass'd ; 

Gog was quite puzzled! — " Zounds — I'feg! 

My friend — piano!— let me beg !" 

Then in a rage towards the place 

He strode along a rattling pace ; 

Firm on the ground his foot he planted. 

And " wonder'd what the deuce they wanted !*' 

No blockhead was that holy man. 
He clear 'd his throat, and thus began : — 
" O Pessime — that is, I pray, 
Discede — signifying, stay 1 
Damno — that fs, before you go^ 
Sis comes in convivio : 
Abi — that is, set down the lass ; 
Monstrum— that is, you 11 take a glass ? 
Oh, holy Church ! — that is, I swear 
You never look'd on nicer fare ; 
Informe — ^horridum — immane! 
That is, the wine's as good as any ; 
Apage !^-exorcizo te ! 
That is — it came firom Burgundy ; 
We both are anxious — execrande I 
To drink your health-r-abominande ! 
And then my comrade means to put 
His falchiqp through your occiput!" 
The Giant stared (and who would not ?) 
To find a monk so wondrous hot ; 
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So fierce a stare you never saw ; 

At last the Brute's portentous jaw 

Swung, like a massy creaking hinge, 

And then, beneath its shaggy fringe 

Rolling about each wondrous eye, 

He scratch*d his beard and made reply :— - 

** Bold is the Monk, and bold the Knight, 

That wishes with Gog to drink, or fight, 

For I have been firom east to west. 

And battled with King Arthur's best, 

And never found I friend or foe, 

To stand my cup — or bear my blow!" 

** Most puissant Gog ! although I burst," 

Exclaim'd the Monk, " I '11 do the first ;" 

And ere a moment could be reckon'd, 

The Knight chimed in — " I '11 try the second!" 

The Giant, ere he did the job, 
Took a huge chain from out his fob ; 
He bound his captive to a tree : 
And young Le Fraile came silently. 
And mark'd how all her senses slept, 
And lean'd upon her brow, and wept ; 
He kiss'd her lip, but her lip was grown 
As coldly white as a marble stone ; 
He met her eye, but its vacant gaze 
Had not the light of its living rays ; 
Yet still that trembling lover pressed 
The maiden to his throbbing breast. 
Till consciousness return'd again, 
And the tears flow'd out like summer rain ; 
There was the bliss of a hundred years 
In the rush of those delicious tears ! 

The helm from off the warrior's head 
Is dofiTd to bear the liquor red ; 
That casque, I tiow, is deep and high, 
But the Monk and the Giant shall drain it dry ; 
And which of the two, when the feat is done, 
Shall keep his legs at set of sun ? 

k5 
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They fiird to the brim that helm of gold, 
And the Monk hath drain*d its ample hold ; 
Silent and slow the liquor fell, 
As into some capacious well : 
Tranquilly flowing down it went, 
And made no noise in its long descent ; 
And it leaves no trace of its passage now, 
But the stain on bis lip, and the flush on his brow. 

They fiU'd to the brim that helm of gold, 
And the Giant hath drain'^d its ample hold ; 
Through his dark jaws the purple ocean 
Ran with a swift and restless motion, 
And the roar that heralded on its track 
Seemed like the burst of a cataract.* 
Twice for each was the fountain filFd, 
Twice by each was the red flood swilFd ; 
The Monk is as straight as a poplar tree, 
Gog is as giddy as Gog may be ! 

•' Now try we a buffet !" exclaimed the Knight, 
And rose collected in his might, 
Crossing his arms, and clenching bis hand, 
And fixing bis feet on tlieir firmest stand. 
The Giant struck a terrible stroke ; 
But it lighted on the forest-oak ; 
And bough and branch of the ancient tree, 
Shook, as he smote it wondrously : 
His gauntleted hand the Warrior tried ; 
Full it fell on the Giant's side; 
He sank to earth with a hideous shock. 
Like the ruin of a crumbling rock. 
And that quivering mass was senseless laid 
In the pit its sudden fall had made. 

That stranger Knight hath gone to th^ tree 
To set the trembling captive free ; 



* An iudifferent rhyme, but patronized by Lord Byrvn. 
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Thrice hath he smitten with might and main, 
And burst the lock, and shiver^ the chain ; 
But the knotty trunk, as the warrior strove, 
Wrench'd from his hand the iron glove, 
And they saw the gem on his finger's ring, 
And they bent the knee to England's King. 
" Up ! up !" he said, '' for the sun hath pass'd. 
The shadows of night are falling fast, 
And still the wedding shall be to-day, 
And a King shall give the bride away !" 

The Abbey-bells are ringing. 
With a merry, merry tone ; 
And the happy boors are singing 
With a music all their own ; 
Joy came in the Morning, and fled at Noon ; 
But he smiles again by the light of the Moon ; 
That Minstrel-boy, the young Le Fraile — 
Hath wedded the Lily of Nithys-dale ! 



PEREGRINE'S SCRAP-BOOK. 

NO. VII. 

Jam 2. — I am confident that my readers will be 
amused with the following Fragment, purporting to be 
from the pen of Mr. Swinburne: and I am equally con- 
fident that they will regret with me that it is only a 
fragment. 

I. 

I Ve always thought Biography the neatest 

And most instructive kind of composition, 
Especially if written (as is meetest) 

By literary people of condition. 
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I never liked the records (though oompletest) 

Of kingdoms, battles, wars, wounds, ammuniUoB ; 
Preferring Plutarch, Charles the Twelfth, Munchausen, 
Robinson Crusoe, Valentine and Orson. 

11. 

Besides, I 've lately read the life of Sully, 
And Wraxall's Memoirs, written by himself ; 

They 've both confirm'd my old opinion fully . 
The latter to be sure 's a curious elf. 

He often writes both nauseously and dully. 
And well deserves to lie upon the shelf ; 

But yet he gives some pleasant information 

About Lord North, Lord Nelson, and the Nation. 

III. 

1 ovm too that I like a little scandal, 
I like to know what heroes thou^t and sidd.; 

I like to hear how Pitt put out his candle. 
What tim^ exactly Fo* got into bed ; 

And whether Burke preferr'd Mozart or Handel, 
What kind of nightcap wrapp'd Lord Nelson's head. 

One loves to see all these important facts 

Elucidated by authentic tracts. 

IV. 

But what T own I like much more than any thing 

Is the biography of learned men ; 
Whene'er such people condescend to pen a thing 

About themselves, it, reads as well again 
As all that kind of rascally catchpenny thing. 

Which blockheads write who live upon the pen. 
But good Biography excels Orthography, 
Geography, and every kind of ography. 

V. 

Therefore (I follow Mr. Keates's plan. 

Who in *< Endymion" forms a like conclusion), 

I will essay, as ably as I can, 
To write with clearness, and without confusion. 

The life of Matthew Swinburne, gentlemiui 
Of Eton School : the name'^ but a delusion, 
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Meant my own goodly person to environ, 

Just as ** OiUde Harold" signifies «* Lord Byron."* 

VI. 

These first five stanzas form an introduction, 
And now to business I must straight proceed. 

N, B. This work is meant for the instruction 
Of all young persons who can write and read. 

They should imbibe, with all the pow'rs of suction. 
These very entertaining tracts indeed, 

Besides, I '11 paint, for grown-up people's knowledge, 

The manners, customs, and affairs of College. 

Icaeus Minor^ will, I am afraid, be again " a little 
ointed (^ but, nevertheless, I must say I think it 
3le neither for him, nor for myself, to insert more 
Verses than are here subjoined. He will excuse 
rifling alterations. 

And is it so, and must we part ? 

Then be this hour to parting given ! 
Go ! it may rend my bursting heart. 

But thou shalt keep thy vows to Heaven : 
Thou goest to a foreign land. 

Thou goest o'er the barren water . 
For look ! a Father's dying hand 

Is beckoning to his absent Daughter ! 

Alas ! I will not hold thee ! — go ; 

I yield thee to a Father's claim ; 
Yet when for him thy tears shall flow. 

Forget not, Sweet ! thy Lover's name ; 
Oh ! sometimes oreathe a liquid kiss 

Across the dark dividing brine ; 
And when thy daily cares are his. 

Oh ! let a fleeting thought be mine. 

}e 5. — Found the following Scraps on my table, in 
ay's hand-writing. 
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I. . I Bi 

T was in an hour that hath its diarm, 1 ^^ 

When the Sun, although unseen, is warm, I ^ 

And dusky cloudlets floating lie | -^ 
On the face of the white and dazzlmg sky. 

ii 

The Sun had not yet lost his power, L* 

But all was silent as nudnight hour ; I, 

And the bay of neighbouring dog did sound y^ 

As if heard through midnight's gloom profound. | ^ 

i] 

Yet the skies were blue, and the Sun shone brigbti 1^ 

And the air was cheerful, and cold, and light ; 1^ 

But I sate and wept alone the while, Vf 

For my heart was sore, and I could not smile. I ^(' 

in. hi 

( FragmerU of a yalentme,) 






From his wintry sleep profound 

Youthful Love is just awaking ; 
And the frozen chaips,' which bound 

The heart so long, at last are breaking. I 'o> 

Glad spring noon is in the air. 

Birds their wild sweet notes are trilling ; 

Wliat have we to do with care, 
While the world with joy is thrilling ? 

June 10. — Somewhat surprised at discovering the fol- 
lowing Parody from Scott's " AUen-a^Dale," written on 
a blank page of Jasper Harvey'^s " Scriptores Romani. 

Young Mr. Thrale to his wooing is come ; 

The Uncle he ask'd of his household and home— 

** Though the villa at Twick'nam show stately and fine, 

Yet a fairer domain," quoth the Poet, " is mine;" 

" My castle 's a cloud, which I hold in entail. 

And my farm is Parnassus," quoth young Mr. Thrale. 

The Uncle was stiff, and the Aunt she was hard ; 

They return'd not his calls, and they own'd not his card ; 
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But soon shall tfadr pride and their haughtiness cease. 
He had laugh'd on this maid in the yellow pelisse, 
And she went down to Fleet«>street to hear a love-tale, 
And the youth it was told by was young Mr. Thrale. 

une 11. — " Candidus^ wishes me to fend a helping 
d to a young gentfeman who has spoken very highly 
ne. '* Candidus'^ must excuse me. I cannot return 
compliments, and therefore I shall hold my trnigue. 
>ome contributions to-day from Grerard ; I shall say 
bing of their merit, for I am unwilling to say any 
Iff but the truth ; and, in the present instance, the 
th would look like flattery. 

fum 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19— Wholly occupied 
m an Epic. — A plaguy drawback on N". IX. ; but I 
^e already told you, my Public, that I never mean to 
rk upon " The Etonian'" till I have got over those 
icems which you and I know to be of greater import- 
e. If you grumble at this, my Public, I shall clap 

Epic into my next Number ; and if that don't poison 
ij — ^you must have very strong powers of digestion, — 
f s all ! I can tell you the said Epic Dose is compost 
very formidable ingredients. There are two or three 
ties and sieges, including the usual proportion of 
rrowy sleet, " crimson flood,'' and " tottering walls." 
en there is a Queen on horseback all over blood, who 
course is of great use ; killing five or six strapping 
^nadiers with her own hand, and affording scope for 
ne very fine description. Then I have a philosopher 
;h a long beard ; who happens, like me, to send an 
pertinent letter to a Monarch : he is executed for his 
ins. Next I have a triumph, abounding in gold, 
irels, captives, soldiers, garlands, and duml^ snow, 
•ter havmg taken my reader by the hand through all 
*se wonderful things, I finally conclude in a delightful 
ain of meditative soliloquy over the ruins of Palmyra 

moonlight ! Euge poet a ! 
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What say you to a speciinen, my Public ? You make 
a wry face ! Never mind, I have nothing better to give 
you, so there it soes— bang ! 

Walk in, LacEes and Gentlemen, walk in ; — ^here^sold 
Lenginus going to be executed, and Queen Zenobia in 
hysterics : — 

XIX. 

His hands were fasten'd, and his neck was bare, 

Short time was giv'n for converse or for prayer; 

** O Death," he whisper'd, " thou hast heard me call; 

ITiou, the sure blessing, or tlie bane of all ; 

How shall I look upon thee ? not widi dread. 

Thou quiet pillower of the restless head ; 

How shall I look upon thee ? — not with mirth, 

Thou silent dweller in the dreamless earth ! 

Art thou indeed a sorrow, or a joy ? 

Dost thou indeed give being, or destroy ? 

How dark art thou ! how ignorant are the wise ! 

I come to learn thee — Death !"— He closed his eyes; 

Quick flash'd the stroke, and quickly pass'd the pain-^ 

They did not open to the day again 1 

XX. 

Zenobia saw her servant kneeling there. 
She saw the weapon gleaming in the air. 
And still she did not move her hand to stay— 
Her eye to comfort— or her lip to pray. 
Perchance by that forced calmness she would show 
How light she held the fury of the foe : — 
Perchance the woes she had been wont to see 
Blunted the edge of what was yet to be. 
But when the blow descended, and the dust 
Drank the warm life-blood. of the wise and just ; 
When the meek head lay rolling on the sand. 
And the red rain was sprinkled on her hand. 
Hopeless and careless, desolate and pale. 
Without a word of passion or of wail. 
But one long shriek, which those who.heard aghast 
ShudderM, and look'd, and pray'd it were the last ; 
She fell beside! — she lay in her distress. 
As deadly chill, as coldly motionless. 
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As the white fieatiires of a fiillen stone. 

Or the fiz'd look of him die gazed upon. 

The wondering guard had idm'd that weapon well, 

Yet he might fimcy that on her it fell ! 

June 22. — Received six pages of Love- Verses. I ani 
uch puzzled what I ought to do with the " Nuga 
moriB" which I have lately received, for my time is 
rowing so short that I am loath to make myseff enemies 
f their rejection; while, at the same time, m closing my 
ireer, I am loath to injure my character by their mser* 
3n. In the present mstance, however, I feel Uttle 
fficulty. What can I do with a writer who is so rude 

to put among his Love-Verses the following? — 

I never wishM^ in face or dress, 

That you should seem a s^t, my love ! 
And yet, ah I yet, I must confess, 

I wish you wouldn't paint, my love ! 
You can't coi^ceive how ill you look, 

You can't conceive, indeed, my love. 
When all your face appears a book, 

And ** pride " is what we read, my love ! 
I gave you once a lover's vow. 

You'll think me quite absurd, my love I 
But I 'd rather wed a picture now, 

I would, upon my word, my love ! 
For when " My life, my love," I cry, 

A frown I often see, my love ! 
The picture, with its constant eye, 

Would always smile on me, my love ! 
A lack of brains you both would show. 

And both a made-up cheek, my love; 
But then you 've got a tongue, you know, 

A picture couldn't speak, my love ! 

I have taken some liberties with the following Stanzas 
on Memory;'' the author is apparently unused to 
imposition, for his verses run on so carelessly that I 
aroly know whether I ought rather to apologize to him 
^f altering so much, or to my Readers tor not altering 
lore. 
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How sweet are the momentfl whkh MemarfB pen 

Devotes to the time that is pass'd | * ' 
As we dwell od the joys we may ne'er taste again, 

And pleasures too brilliant to last. 

How sweet is the tear which flows fost from the eye, 

When remembrance awakens the mind 
To the thought of the friendships for ever gone by, 

The warm, and the firm, and the kind. 

Oh ! suffer the tear in the eye to appear, 

And forbid not the stream to flow on ; 
'Tis the dew-drop of heaven that falls on the bier 

Of the joy that was bright — but is gone. 

'TIS the b^m that aflbrdeth a gentle relief 

To the heart overburdened with woe ; 
And shall I forbid it to glisten in grief, 

Or deny it permission to flow ? 

Oh ! forbid it, my God, that my foUy should dare 

What thy Providence wills to arraign ;* 
But when Sorrow has blighted the hopes that were fair, 

We may weep, though we may not complsun; - 

Still, still there's a hope in the sadness of woe. 

That. Death cannot separate Love ; 
That the spirits, so closely united below, 

Shall unite in their raptures above \ 

Jiuie 25. — I am afraid Cynthia is angry ; but how can 
she expect me to write long letters, when I have so much 
business on my hands ? However, here is an apology in 
rhyme, and I hope I shall receive my forgiveness by 
the next post : — 

HHy dearest Cynthia, 

If you knew 
Half of the toil P. C. goes through, 
You 'd never dip your spiteful pen 
(n Anger's bitter ink again. 
Because the hapless author woos 
No correspondent— save the Muse. 
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Was ever such a wretdied elf ? * 
I ha'n't a minute to myself ! 
My own, and other people's cares, 
Are dinn'd incessant in my ears ! 
I can't get rid of Mr. '< Vapour/' 
With all his silly << midnight taper;" 
Nor Mr. Musgrave's learned paper, 

« Diseases of the Hoof ;" 
E'en now, as thus I sit me down. 
Scared by your thunder and your frown. 

Two Fiends are hid aloof ; 
Two Fiends in dark Cocytus dipp'd ; 
A Blockhead with a Manuscript, 

A Devil with a Proof! 
Alas ! alas ! I seem to find 
Some torment for my weary mind, 

Id every thing I see ! 
My Duck is old,— my Mutton toug^, — 
To some they may be good enough. 

They ssiell of ** Press " to me ; 
And when I stoop my lips to drink, 
I often shudder as I think 
I taste the taste of Printer's ink. 

In chocolate and tea. 
And what with friends, and foes, and hits 
Sent slyly out by little Wits, 

A fiilminating breed ; ' 

And what with Critics, Queries, Quarrels, 
Fame and fsur feces, love and laurels. 
Sermons and Sonnets, good and bad, 
I 'm getting — not a little mad. 

But very mad indeed ! 

But you, who in your home of ease. 
Are far from sorrows sudi as these. 
Maid of the archly-smiling brow, 
What folly are you following now ? 
With you, amid the mazy dance. 
That came to us from clever France, 
Does he, that bright and brilliant star. 
The future l\dly of the Bar, 

Its present Vestris, glide ? 
Or does he quibble, stride, look big» 
Assume the faice of Legal Prig, 
And charm you with his embryo Wig, 

In all its powdered pride ? 



f 
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Is he the CoryfhmoB lUU, ^ 

Of winding Waltt, Mid gay Qnidrilk ? ^ f ^' , 

And is lie tallLing fDoleries W^ ' 

Of Ladies' love» and looks, and eyes» k be 

And flirting with yoorfiui? pt tA 

Or does he prate of wheres and whys, t* ^^ 

Cross-questions, queries,'and repUes, Fviv- 

Cr0. Car.— Cm. 9«.— and €vi. eil|. f ^f; 

To puzzle all he can ? 
Is he the favourite of to-day. 
Or do you smile with kinder ray 

On him the grave Divine ; 
Whose periods sure were fonn'd alike 
In Pulpit to amaze and strike. 

In Drawing-room' to shine? 
Alas ! alas ! Methinks I see, 
Amid those walks of revelry, 

A Dignitary's fall; 
For lingering long in Fashion's scene, 
He '11 die a Dancer, not a Dean, 
And find it hard to choose between 

Pfeferment, — and a Ball ! 

I do not bid the« weep, my Dear, 
I would not see a single tear 

In eyes so bright as those ; 
Nor dim the ray that Love hath lit. 
Nor check the stream of mirth and wit. 

That sparkles as it flows. 
Be still the Fairy of the dance. 
And keep that light and merry glance. 
Yet do not, in your pride of place. 
Forget your parted Lover's face, 

A poor one though it be ! 
Among the thousands that adore. 
Believe not one can love you more ; 
And when, retired from ball or rout. 
You 've nothing else to diink about,-— 

Why, waste a thought on me ! 

June 28 Just read the Review of " The Etonian'* ki 

the dear " Quarterly I'" How dehgfatfully civil ! All oiir 
friends are looking as pleased as Punch ! and all our 
enemies are looking long in the face, and grumbling 
something about partiality ; which I. have not time to 
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Partiality, forsooth! — Let the good Gentle- 
as partial as they please, and Peregrine will 
e angry with them. But oh! horrible! The 
Etlks about the " Unsightly and unseemly em- 
n our cover. If this is not High Treason, tell 
, Attorney-General, what is! His Majesty of 
unsi^tly and unseemly!" God save the I^ng! 
er suspected the " Quarterly^ of designs agiunst 
ly? 1 am getting in a terrible passion, so I 
It up my Scrap-Book. 
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THE KING OF CLUBS. 



ABDICATION OF HIS MAJESTY. 

WC, y^ntmint, by our own choice, and the Public Favour, 
KxL% of Cl&i, and CHitox of i^t (Stovdan, in the Ninth Month 
of our Reign, being this day in possession of our full and 
uxumpaired Faculties both of Mind and Body, do, by these 
Presents,' address ourselves to all our loving Subjects, whether 
holding Place and Profit under us» or not. 

Inasmuch as we are sensible that we must shortly be re- 
moved from this state of trial, and translated to another life, 
leaving behind us all the trappings of Royalty, all the duties 
of Government, all the concerns of this condition of Being, 
it does seem good to us, before we are withdrawn from the 
eyes of our dearly-beloved Friends and Subjects, to Abdicate 
and divest ourselves of all the Ensigns of Power and Au- 
thority which we have hitherto borne; and we do hereby 
willingly Abdicate and divest ourselves of the same. 

irCti ht it, by all whom it may concern, remembered, that 
the cares and labours of Peregrine, sometime King of 
Clubs, are henceforth directed to another world ; and that if 
^y one shall assume the Sceptre and the Style of Peregrine, 
the First King of Clubs, such Person is a Liar, and Usurper. 
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llotDbeity If it shall please our trusty Subjects and Coun- 
sellors to set upon our Throne a rightful and legitimate 
Successor, we will that the Allegiance of our People be 
transferred to him ; and that he be accounted Supreme over 
Serious and Comic, Verse and Prose ; and that the Treasury 
of our Kingdom, with all that it shall at such time contain, 
Song, and Sonnet, and Epigram, and Epic, and Descriptions, 
and Non-descripts, shall be made over forthwith to his 
charge and keeping. 

And for all Acts, and Writings, made and done during the 
period of our Reign, to wit, from the twentieth Day of 
October^ Anno Domini Eighteen Hundred and Twenty ^ to the 
Twenty- Eighth Day of July, Eighteen Hundred and Twenty- 
one, inclusive, we commit them to the memory of Men, for 
the entertainment of our Friends, and the instruction of Pos- 
terity. 

dPurtiltr, If any One shall take upon Himself the Office 
of commenting upon any of the Deeds and Transactions 
which have taken place under our Administration, whether 
such comment shall go forth in plain Drab, or in gaudier 
Saffron and Blue, We recommend to such Person charity and 
forbearance ; and in their spirit, let him say forth his say. 

Sittr it it I)etlbo iinolpn, That for all that has been said or 
done against Us, during the above-mentioned Period, whether 
by Open Hostility or Secret Dislike, We do this Day publish 
a general, and hearty AMNESTY: And We Will that all 
such Offences be from henceforth committed to Oblivion, and 
that no Person shall presume to recall to Our Recollection 
such Sins and Treasons. 

And we also entreat, that if, in the course of a long and 
arduous Administration, it has been our lot to inflict wounds 
in self-defence, or to wound, unknowingly, those who were 
unconnected with us, the Forgiveness which we extend to 
Others will be extended by Others to Us. 

And we Do, from This Day, release from all Bond, Duty, 
and Obligation, Those who have assisted us by their Counsel 
and Support; leaving it to all such Persons to transfer their 
Services to any other Master, as seemeth to them best. 

W&t Stcxtt That our Punchbowl be henceforth consecrated 
to Our lonely Hours, and our pleasant Recollections ; that 
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lo one do henceforth apply his Lips to its Margrin ; and that 
ill future Potentates in this State of Eton, do submit to 
issemble their Privy Council around a Coffee-pot or an Urn. 

And we most earnestly recommend to those dear Friends, 
ivhom^We must perforce leave behind Us, That, in all places 
and conditions, they continue to perform their Duties in a 
Worshipful manner, always endeavouring to be a credit to 
the Prince, whom they have so long honoured by their 
service. 

And now, as our predecessor, Charles of Germany, in th^ 
meridian of his glory, laid down the Reins of Empire, 
exchanging the Court for the Cloister, and the Crown for the 
Cowl,— Even so do We, PEREGRINE OF CLUBS, lay 
down the pen and the paper, exchanging Celebrity for OIh 
scurity. Punch for Algebra, the Printing-office for Trinity* 
College. And we entreat all those who have our welfore at 
heart, to remember Us sometimes in their Orisons. And so 
We depart. 




"teartne. 



Gtven %n our Cluh^Room^ this Twenty' Eighth 
Day of July, A. D. 1821. 
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ON ETONIAN POETS. 

'' Multa poetarum veniet manuSy auziUo quae 
Sit mihi." 

Horace. 

In the last few days of my existence at Eton, whto 
I am upon the point of closm^ a Y^ork in which mj 
Contributors, my powerful and kind Contributors, hate 
ensured to me a success ahnost unexampled in the An- 
nals of Etonian literature,* it is natural for me to reflect 
upon the glories of the place I am leaving, and to look 
with a feeling of veneration upon those who have exalted 
the reputation of that Temple, of which I have been an 
earnest, though, perhaps, an. unprofitable servant.' We 
live, as every boay knows, in an Age of Poetry, when 
every body writes rhymes, that can ; and every body 
reads them, that will — " Scribimus indocti doctiqueT 
From the romantic " Oscar,*" to the homely " Able 
Seaman;^ from the Fashionables of the Row, to the 
Prentice-boys of Manchester, — ^all are, or, to speak more 
correctly, all would be, Poets.* 

Well does our Eton maintain her character in this 
terrible inundation ! It is quite comfortable to hear the 
echo of those Great Names, whose talents it was hers to 
cultivate. It is the fashion, I know, to look back to 
other days with exaggerated admiration, and to believe 
that the reputation of modem times falls short of the 
reputation of our Forefathers. But for myself, when I 
think on the Etonians who already live in the praises of 
their generation ; when . I think too on those^ who are 
now just bursting mto celebrity, and making trial of the 
wings which are hereafter to carry them to immortality, 
I feel, and I will not doubt the dictates of that feeling, 
that this day is a proud day for Eton. 
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What, my Friends ! have we not Milman, realizing in 
his meridian the predictions which were made in" his 
dawn ? Bright as his genius is, it derives an additional 
splendor from the cause of righteousness to which it is 
devoted, — the only cause which is worthy of its exertion ! 
iVe turn from the ZeHcas and Zuleikas of a perverted 
taste to the mild and delicate purity of Miriam, with the 
same feelins with which we quit the sighing and sobbing 
heroines of the Radcliffe Romance for the meek ana 
long-suffering Rebecca of our Scottish FabuHst. Not 
for a world of Turbans and Tiaras would I lose either 
of those gentle imager ! The sbrrow in which they are 
involyed throws a beautiful halo around them ; ana the 
virtue with which they endure it, sanctifies the feehng of 
compassion which they excite. Genius only is sufficient 
for the delineation of passions, and their causes, — ^for the 
nanration of crimes or quarrels; but something more 
than Grenius' is required from an author who womd take 
his theme from the fount of Scripture, and erect his edi- 
fice on the foundation of Holy Writ. The thpughts 
which one cannot but connect with the mention of " The 
Fall of Jerusalem,^^ made it an awful thing for a writer 
to attempt the painting of such an event. Not to have 
tailed, in such an efibrt, is much ; to have succeeded is 
more ; — but such a success !-— Alas ! I wish my admira- 
tien were as valuable as it is warm ! 
:?! Shall I turn to Shelley .?— Yes !— No !— Yes !— I 
t'l wish that such a mind had not ranked itself among those 
t1 depraved Spirits, who make it doubtful whether we 
irl should more admire their powers, or lament and con- 
f I demn the abuse of them !— that he had rested contented 
with the admiration, without extorting the censure, of 
mankind. He is one of the many whom we cannot 
read without wonder, or without pain : when I consider 
his powers of mind, I am proud that he was an Etonian ; 
when I remember their perversion, I wish he had never 
been one. However, he has made his election ; and 

l2 
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where Justice cannot approve, Charity can at least be 
silent ! 

Then there is Gaily Knight, one of us ! — I shall mfj 
nothing of him, however, inasmuch as I know nothing 
of him except through- the medium of Reviews. And 
there is Chauncey Hare Townsend ; but neither of him 
shall I say any thing, because one of our Co^rrespondents, 
in our present Number, has done justice to his merits. 

Reader ! did you. ever, on a fine evening in August, 
get up from a table, where arguments and wines nave 
been discussed together for three hours, and fling yoin^ 
self into the open air, beneath a clear sky and an un- 
veiled moon ? Did vou ever at the latter end of the 
season in Town withdraw yourself from a crowded 
assembly, where half the company are talking, and half 
endeavouring to talk, in order to enjoy an bourns dtt 
with a party of dear friends? Did you ever — but I 
will not multiply interrogatives ; in short, do you knor 
what it is to escape from glare and excitement to calm- 
ness- and repose — ^from weariness or revelry to silence 
and reflection ? If you do, you may form an idea of 
the feelings with which I yesterday laid down " the 
Cenci,'' by P. B. Shelley, and took up " Childhood^ 
by E. T. S. Hornby. I shall say a few words upon it, 
because I think that it is not yet so well known among 
our schoolfellows as its subject and its merits entitle 
it to be. 

Those who expect to find in " Childhood" any over- 
wrought description, any overworked characters, any de- 
corating of vice, any excusing of voluptuousness, wiD 
be mistaken, and will deserve to be. But he who holds 
dear the untainted afiections of the heart, and sets their 
proper value upon genuine and virtuous feelings, will 
find those afiections and those feelings beautifully con- 
ceived and elegantly expressed in these few pages. To 
our schoolfellows, however, the poem has an additional 

\ 
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Bst, since no inconsiderable part of it consists of a 
eation of those scenes and tnose pleasures which we 

the good fortune to enjoy. " We!'^ did I say? 

! when these lines shall meet the public eye, the 
ar of them will be on the eve of retiring from the 
ds he addresses. Those scenes, however, will be 
ys dear to him; and even, if it were possible for 

to forget them, Mr. Homby"'s descriptions would 
elightful and never-failing remembrancers. I should 
to give my Readers an extract, but I am at' a loss 
re to make my selection. Shad I take the Picture of 
Private School, the entrance there, and the impati- 
^which subsequently arises for something more great 
manly P or shall I take the animated Slcetch of the 
ring-fields, or the Description of our Amusements on 

Water, or the Lines on that dear haunt of our 
aings, the " Poets' Walk ?^ I will open the book at 
bm, and trust that my Readers will soon be familiar 
i the whole. 

# 

" Far diff'rent scenes attract that motley brood, 
Gose by yon Arch that spans th' impatient flood ! 
In breasts like theirs more boisterous jo/s prevail; 
Hark ! to the flutter of that busy sail 
That shoots athwart the stream \ — ^where every hand 
Plies its prompt task to quit th* overcrowded strand. 
, One guards the helm ; while here a manlier force 
Turns the light prow, to stem the current's course. 
Each creek, each winding cape, ^d willowy shore 
Rings to the music of the measured oar ? 
Each breast is *glee 1 — for Labour's wholesome toil 
Gives sweetest fruit, when Pleasure turns the soil: 
And dear the boast that boyish spirits And, 
In feats and freaks to leave their peers behind ; 
To toil untired while others feebly rest, 
To own no stiff'ning arm, no lab'ring chest, 
Long distance to encounter, fear to spurn, 
Though time fly fast, and Prudence urge return ; 
Joys such as these oft tempt the truant race 
To cope with pain, with danger, and disgrace." 
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Are there any more Etonian Poets ? — Oh ! yes ! Tliere 
is Walker, who only needs to exert his strength, in order 
to have it felt md acknowledged: and there is H. N. 
Coleridge, whose name would be a sufficient voucher fbr 
him if he had never written a rhyme ; and there is the 
Hon. F. Howard, to whom Eton ^ivill look for something 
more thian the Newdigate Prize, which he has just ob- 
tained. There are many other names which claim a 
notice ; and, if I had twenty pages to spare, I could 
easily fill twenty pages with expressicms of my gratitude 
to some, and my esteem for all. 

And what should I say of Moultrie ? The humorous 
Moultrie, and the pathetic Moultrie, the Moultrie d 
" Godiva,"' and the Moultrie of "• My Brother^s 
Grave?" — Truly I should say nothing of him, for his 
genius is so incomprehensible, and his capabilities so 
varied, that if I were to attempt to draw his character 
or define his powers, it would be ten to one that the next 
effort of his pen would prove my every word a lie. I 
am safe, at least, in predicting, that he will be great, 
whatever he attempts ; and that, whether he chooses to 
laugh or to weep, he will laugh and weep to some pur- 
pose. And here I stop. Some weeks ago what I nave 
said might have been considered an interested piece of 
flattery ; at the present time, and under the present cir- 
cumstances, I am free, or I ought to be free, from such 
an imputation. • 

P.C. 
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THE RASHLEIGH LETTER-BAG. 

X. 

Mr. Samuel Rashleigh to R. Rashleigh, Esq, 

Eton Coll. June 29, 1821. 
MY DEAB FATHER, 

[• PERFECTLY ^cc with vou that the routine of Eton 
sons is much more difKcult to learn than the lessons 
imselves ; and. perhaps many things that appear very 
in and simple to me, from being so accustomed to 
im^ may seem to you quite incomprehensible. Indeed 
lost every week is difierent ; for something or other 
erferes to break the regular course: sometimes ^ 
int^s day^ sometimes an* anniversary, or any happy 
int at the present time entitles us to drop one or more 
the exercises, according to the number or e£Sicacy of 
«e fortunate interruptions. When a proper and law- 
reason occurs, the two first in the Schooigo on a sort 
embassy to the Head Master, in the name of the 
»ys, and ask for the indulgence ; so that every birth and 
irriage, in which we can be said to be at all concerned, 
celebrated by us with quite as much joy and pleasure, 
by the parties themselves. Verses, however, can 
ver be dispensed with under any pretence ; or, as the 
rase is, skipped. We are obliged to do a certain num- 
r, but it. is reckoned very idle to be contented with 
ing that, and, indeed, one ought very nearly to double 
When Henry first came he had some easy English 
ven him to turn into Latin verse. This they call 
ise. By degrees he had less and less, and at present 
I trusts entirely to his own ideas, or what the Master 
ppHes him with, when he sets the subject. All our 
jsons are construed over to us beforehand, at our 
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Tutor^s ; so that we are expected, when we come into 
school, to be ready and prepared at all pcHnts. It is 
considered the height of ill-nature not to prompt and 
assist your neighbour to the utmost of your ability, 
whenever he happens to fai)» even at the nsk of a flog- 
ging to yourself, which is pretty sure to follow, if you 
are discovered. Swinburne has particulai'Iy cauticmed 
me against being any body'^s Poet^ which means doing 
all his exercises; for he says it is a ver^ gi^eat trouble, 
for which you are hardly thanked : besides, it is very 
hkely to make you careless in your own versesf; finom 
being accustomed, to do bad and slovenly ones for other 
people. No doubt he is quite ri^t, and I shall be fiiUy 
contented with getting through with my own business as 
well as I can. Some have an innumerable quantity of 
old copies; that is to say, compositions of all kinds for 
the list seven or eight years past, which they keep 
hidden with particular care, as of course they are unlaw- 
ful, but very valuable, possessions ; for directly the sub- 
ject is ^ven out, away they fly to their treasure, and 
unless very unluckily a new theme has been started, 
they generally succeed in finding some of the labours of 
theu" predecessors exactly suited to the present occasion. 
If this resource fails, they get one or two couplets, or a 
few hues of prose, as each may be wanted, from some of 
their friends, and, between them all, contrive to patch 
up something resembling an exercise. 

I am afraid that I have already sinned unpardonably 
in discloi^g to you these mighty mysteries of Eton 
Education; and, in case that these accounts of mine 
should leave any bad impressions behind them, I must 
^ve you a description of some of my studious school- 
fellows, the brightest luminaries of " our little world,* as 
one of the learned writers in '* the Etonian* calls it. 
Perhaps you wiU hardly believe that there are some boys 
who look as pale as a sheet from positive hard reading; 
who dread a cricket-ball as much as if it were discharged 
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from a qannon ; who would, in fac% prefer doing a good 
long copy of Greek verses to the finest match that has 
ever been contested. There are a sort of persons who 
consider it quite a crime to be seen within the precincts 
of the Playing-fields, unless by chance they happen, in a 
truly contemplative mood, to take a few turns m Poets' 
Walk, or to lie down, on a hot summer's day, with a 
book in their hand, under one of the trees by the water 
side. Sometimes too I have caught them fishing for 
dace, and suchlike smaU fry in the river here ; which I 
am sure is quite enough to exhaust any body's patience ; 
for the fish are very few, and those more shy than you 
can possibly conceiv.e. It does not appear to me, how- 
ever, that these respectable folks are the most ^lever, 
although they may be most persevering. They are, 
generafiy speaking, bo3rs of rather steady than brilliant 
atnlities, who wish to accomplish by their diligence what 
others do more easUy by means of superior talents. You 
can hardly unagine m how many ways this temper shows 
itselC Tney are always particularly careful to write 
down every word that they are not acquainted with in 
the lesson, and to mark its meaning and origin ; they fill 
their books with appropriate quotations from every quar- 
ter they can think of, and try to insatiate themselves 
with their superiors by their punctudity and strict ob- 
servanoe of every little duty, which is rather likely to 
escape ypur- attention. I heard a story of somebody of 
this description, who; after he had been at school very 
nearly a year, wished to know which was the way to 
Slough. Now Slough is hardly more than a mile off; 
and I should just as soon- have thought ef asking the 
way to Windsor ; for, before I had been here a month, I 
had visited that, and most other places within a good 
deal longer distance. 

Now I would not have you imagine, for all the world, 
that I mean to vilify my studious friends. On the con- 
trary, I believe them to be a very great credit to Eton ; 

L 5 
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and, as Matthew Swinburne tells me, very good contribu- 
tors to " The Etonian."" By-the-by, I understand that 
this renowned Publication is upo^ its last legs, as all the 

Srincipal supporters take their leave after the next Hoh- 
ays. It is a thousand pities that it should be dropped 
after it has gone on so long ; and I am the more soiary, 
as I have just begun to take a little interest in it ; and 
Henry, I assure you, when he does read any thing, likes 
to take up his schoolfellows" productions. It is infinitely 
better that he should amuse himself with this than read- 
ing a pack of horrible stories of ghosts and enchanted 
kmghts, which one sees in innumerable quantities, dis- 
playing their fairy frontispieces in the snop-windows ; 
and indeed, I am soriy that many of the little boys are 
much better acquainted with them than thdor Gre^ and 
Latin Grammars. Perhaps, too, there is a deeper in* 
terest in these performances than you would be likely to 
guess ; for some of the authors may be foimd at no very 

Sreat distance, who, actuated no doubt by a very laudal^ 
esire of appearing in print, have chosen to try. their 
youthful talents in this romantic style of writing. These 
things are termed here indiscriminately pamphleiz, and 
every one that comes forth from the prolific London 
press, with the words, " By an Etonian,^ on the title- 
page, possesses a natural charm, and is sought for with 
the utmost avidity by the devourers of this kin4 of lite- 
rature. I have interdicted Henry from all things of this 
kind, and have given him. veryffdr notice that I shall 
bum the very first that I find in his 'possession. He \M 
me the other day that one o{ his particular friends sub- 
scribed to a .circulating Ubrary m Windsor, where be 
fets as many Novels and Romances as he can manage, 
could very plainly discern that he had a great incHof^ 
tion to add his name to the list, but this I positively set 
my face against. 

They tell me that some time before I came here there was 
a theatre first started, and afterwards entirely supported, 
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by the es:ertions of various amateur actors, all belonging 
to this same all-powerful School. Many who had seen 
th^ performances declared to me that they were really 
excellent, and that many of the players were equal, if 
not superior, to the best in the Windsor company. 
Perhaps the testimony of such an audience is not always 
so impartial as one nught wish ; but, be that as it mtCy, 
I would rather have seen a common farce at Eton, with 
bad scenes and worse dresses, than the finest spectacle 
ever displayed on the London stage. This theatre re- 
mained for a long time undiscovered, which is not at all 
surprifflng, for it was .concealed in a place where no 
strolling manager would have thought oi raising his ap- 
paratus. However, at last, hke every thing else,.it came 
to the. ears of the Higher Powers, and the whole. busi- 
ness was stopped in the most unceremonious mani^r. I 
do almost wish that some new Rosciusses could revive 
the theatrical fame ; for I should hke beyond all things 
to look at my schoolfellows rustling in petticoats, or 
fttirutting about in miUtary ui%iform, or m old men^s 
clothes, with painted wrinkles, wig and cane, and all the 
stage paraphernalia. I cannot think how any spectator 
can keep his countenance. 

Our Cricket Club soes on famously, but I have hardly 
room to tell you much about its proceedings. It is my 
intention, if I g0 on improving, to promote myself to a 
higher otie, where there is better ground and better 
players ; but the end of the season is now not very far off, 
and nobody thinks of touching a bat aJTter the Hohdays, 
however fine the weather may be. It would be very 
unfadiionable. Henry shall write the next letter, that 
you may judge if 4ie advances as favourably in the epis- 
tolary style as he does in all other kinds of learning ; 
besi^s it' is but right that he should reUeve me some- 
times. 

We are allowed now to bathe at certain times and 
certain places, where a man is always ready, to guard 
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againBt any acddent. I hope this will quiet M§Bmi% 
fears on this head. Remember me kindly to her, and to 
all at home, and believe me, my dear Father, 

Your affectionate Son, 

Samuel Rashleioh. 



XI. 

Master Henry Raahleigh to Miss H. RasUeigk 

Eton CoU. July id, 1821. 
MY DEAE SISTER, 

Samuel takes such infinite pains in explaining to you 
all that may appear difficult in our school business, that* 
it would be an unpardonable shame if I were to trespass 
on any of his rights in this way: positively I have 
neither inclination nor ability to interfere . with his dry 
details, so I must endeavour, in lieu of instruction,* to 
amuse you by a very faithful accoilnt of a Cricket-inatch 
which took place the other day, between eleven of our 
best players, and eleven gentlemen who came. on purpose 
tQ try tneir str&agth with them. In the first place, you 
must ima^ne a most beautiful spot of ground, — not 
such a one as you may have seen for the same, purpose 
among our open naked downs at home, but surrounded 
by the finest trees, and commanding views of the River, 
Windsor Castle, the College, and enough others, in fact, 
entirely to fill up your sketch-book ; and, let me tell you, 
it could hardly be better used. The middle of this of 
course is reserved for the combatants; two tents are 
pitched on the outskirts, which are lined, almost in a 
circle, by a ^eat crowd of Ladies, Gentlemen^ or Boys, 
lying, standing, or sitting, in various groups; so that 
sdtogether they form the prettiest sight imaginable. To 
enjoy all this perfectly, you must rancy a most gkmoQS 
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day, as it really was; — 'you must wish for us to be victo- 
tious, as we were, and easily too ; — and you must take ■ 
the same pleasure in reading about a game of Cricket, 
although I am the historian, as the Eton belles appear 
to have in looking at one. You cannot conceive now 
many happy faces there were whenever one of the 
heroes on our side struck a ball with more than usual 
violence. Sui^h a buz ran through the field, — such a 
hustle took place immediately, — as evidently showed 
that very few were indifferent spectators. Then if the 
fatal wickets feU, — ^if any thin^ happened at all unfa- 
vourable to us, * one might easdy ooserve the interest 
that every one took by the sudden silence and the se- 
lious looks of the Etonian party. For my own part, it 
seended to me quite extraordinary afterwards, now I 
oould care so much for the result of a Cricket-match ; 
but the feeling seems to be very infectious, and no.dbubt 
I caught it m)m some of my friends. These contests 
always take place on some Honday, when, as no doubt 
my brother has informed you, we have to go into Church 
instead of School. From this the cricketers are totally 
exempt; as well as from answering to their names at 
-other times of the day ; so Eton certainly ought to shine 
in that game above all other Schools, since it receives so 
much encouragement. 

Some years ago we were defeated by the Harrow 
boys, which was a dreadful and unexpected blow, for 
the Etonians are particularly jealous of their pre-eminence^ 
in this respect ; but one can hardly even then call it a 
fair defeat, for as the match was played in London, and 
only two of our best were there — the rest were a crew 
prindipally collected on the ground, and totally unwor- 
thy or a place among the Eleven of Eton. This dis- 
grace was to have been wiped off by our present cham- 
[nons; but unluckily our holidays and those of our 
antagonists are so separated in point of time, that it is 
impossible for them to meet us; and for any other 
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School to come here is totally contrary to all law and 
. custom. I assure you, that this is a very great disap- 
pointment to all of us, and to me amon^ others, for I am 
almost sure that we ^ould have gained the victory, and 
I should have rejoiced most heartily, either to have seen 
it or heard of it. However, it is to be hoped that they 
may not yet escape with impunity, and may feel, at some 
time or other, the strength of Eton arms and Eton bate, 
which perhaps at present they despise rather more thai 
they ought to do, and attribute to fear or unwiUingneaB^ 
what is really to be imputed only to necessity. We 
shall take especial care to- oring all our cricket implenients 
home with us. I have thought of a place that will 
exactly do for the wickets ; and I dare say, what with 
the young Forders, and other recruits that we can nise 
in tne nei^bourhood, we shall be able (o get up a veiy 
tolerable set. I am sure Samuel now pbys ten timeB 
better than half the clowns that one sees, even in thar 
grand matches. He has quite given up the little dub 
that I belong to, and is now a member of a very sup^ 
rior Qne; for you must know there are" at least six or 
seven, some consisting exclusively of Oppidans, 'Scnne of 
Collegers, and the greatest of all of both lobiLed together. 
I am happy to say now that I can count Up to the Holi- 
days without any very great trouble. It would be a 
very good plan, I think, for Papa, and you, and my 
Mother, to come here then to look at the place, and to 
see the procession of the Boats, hear the Speeches in the 
great school-room, and- a thousand other things that you 
can have no idea of, without personal inspecticm. Mj 
Dame tells me, that she would be excessively glad to see 
you, and I am sure you know two other persons here 
who would be equally so. Samuel desires his love to 
you all, and intends to speak for himself directly he htf 
received a letter in answer to this. In the meantiiiie» 
with the kindest remembrances, I remain, 

Yoiur affectionate Brother^ 

H. Rashleioh. 
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XII. 

Mr, S, Rashleigh to R. Rashleigh, Esq. 

Eton Coll. July 24, 1821. 
HY.*D£AR FATH£B^ 

We are both excessively delighted to hear of your 
ntended visit to Eton ; for my own part, I never thought 
:hat Henry''s arguments would have had such power, 
though he confessed to me that he had tried all he could 
to persuade you. No doubt he told you of the grand 
ii^lay of oratory, which of course you are bound to 
upplaud. ' Some have EngUsh Speeches ; but whether 
these are given to those who can do most justice to them, 
cnr merely to such as are highest in the School, I cannot 
ascertain. The others have either Greek pr Latin ones. 
Frequently two carry on a dialogue, standing opposite 
to each other, which I should think must be much more 
animated and interesting than the common way. For 
my own part, if I had my choice, my native language 
would be the vei*y last that I should wish to use in such 
an exhibition ; for in that every body is quaUfied to be a 
critic, particularly the ladies, who are frequently rather 
undpormg in their remarks. Now the learned tongues 
are totally unintelligible to all, except a few good scho- 
lars, who may happen to be in attendance ; so if you use 
a few tolerable grimaces you kre sure of pleasing, even 
though you make utter nonsense as far as the words go. 
I have secured you rooms at the Christopher, which 
appears to be a very decent inn, and is within a very few 
yards of the College, so that staying there wcPuld almost 
answer the same purpose as going to school, for the boys 
are before the windows at almost all hours of the day. 
We are now exceedingly weD quaUiied to act as your 
guides upon all occasions, and I flatter myself that we 
shall show you the Lions to no small advantage. Of 
course the grand reason of your coming here is to con- 
cert measures about sending Henry into "College It 
appears to be an excellent plan, particularly as they say 
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that the system is about to be altered, and the trials to 
be something more than nominal, as in that case he 
stands a very fair chance of getting off in proper time to 
King^s College. As it is, Uttle children are sent to 
Eton, really hardly escaped from petticoats, and^in a sort 
of manner predestinated for Kin^^s. I'hey work their 
way up by degrees from the very Dottom 6f the school, 
being very well contented as long as they can barely 
obtain then* Removes^ and looking forward to that as a 
sort of right, which, in reaUty, ouffht only to be ^ven to 
good behaviour and superior scholarship. This b what 
strikes me as reasonable j but, hke better pec^e than 
myselfy I know nothing of the Statutes, .ana very fittle 
al)out CoUege in general, though there is mucn mate 
intercourse between the Oppidans and the Boys <m the 
Foundation than {here formerly used to be. One of 
them is my nearest neighbour m School, and he often 
assures^me that all the stories, which are bandied about 
as bugbears to terrify all who are intended to wear a 
gown, are mere fictions, so I shall take care to caution 
Henry against believing any one of thep. By his ac- 
count it appears that the fagging in CoUege is not^at all ^ 
harder, if so hard, as that which at present he undergees ; 
that the difficulties are very few, and those eaaly over- 
come ; consistmg more in customs and observances than 
any real hardships. He must let you into the secrets 
by-and-by, if there are any,*which I must take the 
liberty to doubt ; and, as he is of a pretty easy temper, 
I think the change will make but very little alteration in 
his happiness. Your resolution was rather sudden, and 
I thinlc at first alarmed him a little ; but I have con- 
trived to laugh off his fears, and I believe he now looks 
forward to his move with more curiosity than dread. 
He will still have something to do with his Dame, and I 
suspect BS long as I stay here will be a sort' of amphi- 
bious animal: — neither one thing nor the other. The 
Coronation was celebrated here as it ought to be, with 
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illuminations and dinners', and gaiety of every descrip^ 
tion. We all of us drank the health of his Majesty 
Xing George the Foiurth, secretly hoping, as is n. *uj:ul 
for so many schoolboys, that this free ceremony may be 
of some use to us, and may set us what we all most 
heartily pray for, an additional week'*s Holidays ; but 
these are all vain surmises. So many of our school- 
fellows attended in various capacities, some as pages, 
some as spectators, that the benches looked quite empty 
for a day or two at the time. They talk of a tremendous 
dearing about to take place at Election, inasmuch as the 
boys, composing the upper division of the Fifth Form, 
are on the point of departure. I suppose a proportion- 
able number of new ones will arrive, so that in the end 
nobody will be the loser. I am sorry to say that we 
shall lose our friend Swinburne, without the smallest 
doubt. I should like very much to have made him a 

f resent of some book or other, not merely because it 
appens to be customary to do so, but because I should 
like to eive him some return, rather more solid than 
thanks, for the many services he has rendered us. One 
may mark already a good many signs of the approaching 
Election ;-^a large piece of tapestry is hung m the Hall 
where the grand feasting will soon take place ; the Col- 
lege windows are undergoing their annual repair; and 
every thing is putting on its gayest dress to welcome the 
expected company. From these preparations it is hoped 
that you will see every thing to tne best advantage. 
Henry is complaining how long the days seem, and 
waats to cut out one or two, that he may have you and 
the Holidays here sooner. Good things, as the saying 
is, never come single. We have not had any reason to 
be particularly well pleased witj^ the weather lately ; and 
I think, of ail the miserable things that you can ima^ 
^e, a rainy day at Eton is the very worst. It is so 
ordered that we can never sit in-doors longer than two 
hours together, and we are obliged to be present at 
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School, or when our names are called, exactly to a 
minute, though the very heavens themselves are pouring 
dowa. Perhaps snow may be still more annoying ; for 
th^n a perpetual battle is carried on with snowbaUs, and 
it must be very great luck indeed if you don't receive a 
ball in your face. But I really think that the little boys 
delight more in wet than their betters in sunshine. It is 
quite amusing to see how industriously they contrive to 
get into every puddle in their way — ^how they search out 
the very dirtiest places, or play at cricket in the middle 
of a shower, till their ball is reduced to the consistaicy 
of a pudding. Nobody ever thinks of wearing a great 
coat, unless it be alone, and umbrellas are very trouble- 
some things, so most of us every now and then contrive 
to get a tolerable sosdcinff . I forgot whether I told you 
that immediately after Uie last Holidays a Library was 
instituted, the members of which were to be the hundred 
first boys in the School of course ;. I am not yet in that 
number, but I very soon shall be, and I assure you I 
rather look forward to the time, for they get a good 
many volumes by their own subscription, and many of 
the Masters and other Grentlemen have sent them very 
handsome presents. It seems a sort of thing likely to do 
a great deal of good, and no doubt the boofc-shelves will 
be well filled before a very distant period. The encou- 
ragement which the project has met with £rom the best 
judges, is a pretty evident mark of their opiiuon ; and 
of course the longer it lasts the greater will be its advan- 
tages. Pray give our united loves to our .good friends, 
and believe me. 

My dear Father^ 

Yours, &c. 

S. Rashleigi^. 

P. S. I recommend you by all means to be here by 
two o^clock oh Saturday, for about that time all the 
great Electors arrive from Cambridge, in very high 
dtyle, and are received at the CoDege Gate by the Cap- 
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tain, who .addresses them in a Latin Oration^ in which 
he takes care to compliment and congratulate all for 
whom he can find a proper subject, and besides, cur- 
sorily mentions the events of the year, especially all 
those in which Eton is anywise concerned. By a good 
hand such a variety of topics might, one would think, 
be handled to very great advanta^. The boys are not 
obliged to be present at the principal Speeches, for this 
sensible reason, that the School is not large enough to 
hold them and the compimy too, so directly the first 
word is delivered, out they rush, and the Holidays are 
begun. Henry will be detained a day or two longer, as 
he must undergo scMne trials before he can be placed on 
the list to succeed to the vacancies in College, but I 
rather imagine they are not very difficult ; in fact not so 
much so as those which determmed his place at his first 
entrance. 



REFLECTIONS ON A CLERICAL LIFE. 

" Inter cancta leges, et percunctabere doctos, . 
QmA, ratione queas traducere leniter svum ; 
Quid purS tranquillet ; honos, an dulce lucellum, 
An secretum iter, etfallentis semita vitce" — Horace. 

The subject, upon which I now am about to venture 
a few remarks, however insipid and useless it may ap- 
pear to my more lively companions, is by no means 
destitute of interest, or unworthy of notice. It is, in- 
deed, a subject* to which, from my own prospects of 
future life, I may be accused of cherishing too much 
partiahty. But let those who would object to these 
reflections, first consider, that they rest upon an object 
which deserves at least an equal, if not a greater, share 
of praise than any of the other professions ; which has 
been the peculiar study of men eminent for their piety. 
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fortitude, and learning ; upon wluch, in shcMt, entirely 
depends the promotion of our welfare and happiness in 
this life, and our endless bliss in that which is tb come. 

Already I fancy that I see the sarcastic smile playing 
about the lips of Grolightly; already I hear the broad, 
originaJ, unrestrained kugh of O'Connor and Sir T. 
Nesbit. Laugh on, as you will, at this serious prologue, 
my worthy friends. AU that I can do is, to b^ of you 
to pass over this Sermon, (which to be sure^ is of no 
very great length ;) and turn to the next Uvely Article. 
I certainly can jieither boast of nor promise any of the 
ludicrous: — far less is my subject calculated for any 
mention of beer or bargemen. You will conse(][uently, 
none of you, find it suited to -your respective ideas of 
the summum bonum of Periodical Writing. But the 
minds of all are not of the same cast ; — there are many 
who, like myself, approve of the seria mistajods: — there 
are many who, Uke myself, are destined for the Church. 
To these I address myself, in the hope that the pages 
which contain these reflections. may not totally escape the 
paper-cutter'*s edge : in the hope that, if 1 am totally 
discarded and neglected by my Junior, I may obtain a 
patient hearing from my Senior pleaders. 

Every one, upon entering the stage of life, must en- 
courage sundry doubts respecting the course, by pursu- 
ing which he may secure to^ himself the happiest and 
most eUgible station in the world. Some imagine that 
the object of their research lurks beneath the mcxiotony 
of an existence, which is occupied by pleasure and idle- 
ness ; some endeavour to obtain it amongst the never- 
failing bustle and activity of a public, . or the glorious, 
though uncertain, toils of a military life. But few, very 
few, if the option is their own, will make the Chutch an 
object of their choice. She affords us no opportunity of 
signalizing ourselves in any eloquence, — save that of the 
pulpit: in any valour,— save that of Christian fortitude 
and temperance. She holds out no prospects, excepting 
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those of retirement and tranquillity; from which the 
ardour of a juvenile mind will, m most cases, recoil with 
abhorrence. Nor can she tempt us with such splendor 
of dress, or such hopes of emolument, as the other pro- 
fessicms are enabled to offer to their, votaries. In addi- 
tion to this, the voice of prejudice, which, as I remarked 
in another Piiper^ is directed against all, is never silent 
.with regard to the Church and her sons. How fre- 
quently do we hear the laugh raised against such of our 
companions as are destined for the sacred robe ! How 
seldom do we hear the very name of a clergyman men«- 
ticmed, without an unrestrained smile, or contemptuous 
sneer ! ^ The voluptuary and the miser are alike nostile 
to this profession: — the former, because he looks upon 
its votaries a» censors of his guUty pleasures, and obsta- 
cles to the perpetration of them ; — the latter, because he 
considers the ceremonies and ordinations of the Church 
as-a system of priestcraft and extortion. We cannot in- 
deed wonder that those whose object is revolution — whose 
ruling principles are swayed by impiety and blasphemy 
alone, shoula launch forth every shaft of malice' and 
virulence against the sacred order.. They well know 
that when the power of reli^on is subverted, all other 
distinctions, all laws, divine and human, must be in- 
volved with it in one general ruin : nor can they allure 
their followers to deeds of bloodshed and iniquity by a 
more tempting system of ethics, than the assurance that 
our Holy Scriptures are the effects of priestcraft, and 
that wickedness shall meet with no punishment hereafter. 
We need not, I say, be astonished at this ; but I cer- 
tainly am unable to discover why prejudice should mani- 
fest itself so generally agsunst this profession. 

Let us turn our thoughts to the various paths of life 
which" our fellow-creatures pursue; — let us, in short, 
compare the clerical life with that of the remainder of 
society. In that comparison it will not, I think, be 
found so deficient in human happiness as is generally 
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supposed. The civil and military professions afibrd us 
every honour, every opportunity of obtaining glory 
which can be allowed to mankind. But can such a 
source of pride, such tumultuous splendor, equal that 
inwacrd tranquillity, that ffenuine peace of miiHl, which 
those enjoy who have dedicatea themselves to the 
Church, and restrained their paseaons by the dictates of 
Relimon? Is the glory of governing armies — of con- 
quenng cities — of exacting awe from all, by our bodily 
or mental qualifications, more to be preferred than the 
quiet and happiness of those, whose labours are not of tins 
world; whose endeavours are solely for the future benefit. 
and welfare of mankind ; and whose only amUtipn is to 
rescue the souls of men from eternal perdition and 
misery — " to guide our feet into the way rf peace ?" 

Let me not, however, in my zeal for the Chureh, be 
accused of endeavouring to lessen the good opinion of 
my fellow-citizens in favour of the other professions. 
They all possess intrinsic merit ; nor is any thmg further 
from my wish than to say aught in disparagement of 
them. Yet, while I allow that greater talent has been 
displayed in the oth^r lines of life, I question whether 
greater felicity has been gained in them. ^ 

Reader ! if your patience has borne you to the end of 
this Article, and you never should happen to have seen 
the beautiful lines of Goldsmith, which conclude it,— be- 
fore you turn over this page, favour them with a small 
^rtion of your attention. Look attentively at the cha^ 
racter they depict ; — observe the actions of him whom 
they describe^ — and then ask of yourselves, whether 

Sou have ever discovered a more enviable instance of 
appiness than the following : — 

*' Remote from towns he ran his godly race,- 
Nor e'er had changed, nor wish'd to change his place ; ' 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for pow'r, 
By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour : 
Far other sums his heart had leam'd to prize, 

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 

• • • • • 
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To' them his heart, hU l<ms his griefs were given ; 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven : 
As some tall cliff, thai lifts its awful form , 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm : 
Though i^und its breast the rolUng clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head." 

M. Sterling. 



HAPPINESS. 

How few the moments of this changeful life, 

hen the full music of harmonious joy 

urs on the soul its heavenly strain ! how brief 

le computation of our happy days ! 

> live with those we love alone is life: 

3W few then live ! Thoughtless and smiling youth 

A weaving chains of flowers to link true hearts ; 

id Fate, with tread of down, and hand of steel,- 

atches the progress of the rosy wreath, 

id when 'tis finish'd steals behind, and clips it. 

e feeds upon the sighs, and drinks the tears, 

: parted friends and lowers ; and, when join'd, 

(e breathes upon them, and they love no more ! 



THE BRIDE OF THE CAVE.* 

A BALLAD.' 

(From the " Foetry of the College Magazine") 

Below the cliff, below the wave. 

The golden Sun is set ; 
But a purple flush from its sinking orb 

Gleams over the Ocean yet. 



For the story on which this Ballad is founded, see Mariner's Ac- 
t of the Tonga Islands. 
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No cloud is moving in the sky, 

No ripple curls the sea ; 
The quiet tide appears to sleep, 

Ehhing hack silently. 

Look at yon speck, hark to yon sound, 

Nearing the rocky shore ! 
'Tistlie fisher in' his lonely boat, 

'Tis the dashing of his oar. 

That sparkle glimmering, as it comes. 
Those notes the waves along.! 

Is that the fisher's evening lamp, 
Are those his evening song ? 

Swift as a shaft from Tartar string, 

The gilt skiff cuts the sea ; 
Who bends him o'er the bending oar. 

And who is that fair She ? 

On his young head a feath'ry plume 
Its changing radiance beam'd, 

And the golden sheath of his jewelPd dirk 
A yellow lustre gleam*4f 

His cheeks were tinted with the rose, 

His snowy arms were bare ! 
His locks escaped the light cap's fold, 

And wanton'd on the air. 

There was a lustre darkly pure, 

A lightning in his eye ; 
Which, 'midst his toil and varying soDg, 

Was glancing momently. 

But she, the partner of his way, 

Over the Oce&n tide ; 
Why strives she froni the Youth's wild gaze 

Her unveil'd face to hide ? 
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Her long dark locks .were wreathed with gold. 

And jasmine, flowers between; 
A silver zone inclosed lier waist, 

And silken vest of green« 

There is a languish in her eye> 

The mute gaze of despair ; 
Her dress bespeaks a Chieftain's bride, 

What then does sorrow there ? 

The skiff shot on across the wave, 

Close to the rocky shore ; 
And aye the boatman sung his song. 

Aye bent his gilded oar. 

The skiff shot on, with youth and maid, 

Over the dark blue sea > 
The boatman pulVd, but the song is hush'd. 

Sadly and silently. 

* The skiff shot on, and the wind arose, 
Under the black rock's brow ; 
And the calm is gone, and the breakers white^*" 
Jesu ! where are they now ? 

The boat is moor'd beneath the rock. 
Though the wave is swelling high ; 
And the Youth has seized the Maideh's hand, 
• And fix'd his clear dark eye. 

** Hilla, now tlie time is come, 

And now thou must go on ; 
Thy sire in chains, thy brother slain. 

Thy very name is gone. 

" Hilla, by this the murd'rer's ire 

Has found that thou hast fled ; 
And he has sworn a cursed oath 

That he will see thee dead. 

OL. III. M 
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'' Hilla, my soul is bound to thine ; 

It never can be free, 
Till it shall be for ever thine, 

And thou be one with me; 

" Hilla, below the Ocean's tide 

A bow^r is made for thee; 
Now, Hilla, follow through the wave, 

Now, Hilla, come with, me." 

He spoke, and turning from the maid. 

Quick dash'd his cap away ; 
Then plunged into the flashing foam. 

Like sea-bird on his prey. 

The Maiden stood one moment there, 

Then dived into the wave ; 
Shooting beneath the wat'ry depth. 

Like mermaid to her cave. 

The sea closed o'er the Maiden's head, 
And night came dark and drear; 

But under the wave they sat at rest, 
In light as the noonday clear. 

'Twas in a cave beneath the base 

Of a rock upon the shore ; 
Which had for ages gone and past 

Frown'd o'er the Ocean's roar. 

The wreath'd sea-weed and pendent crag 

Across the entrance small, 
Kept back the wild wave's rushing force 

From this bright faerie hall : 

For there, perchance, when the storm was up, 
- And the curl'd foam flashing high. 
And long dark clouds had shrouded o'er 
The noontide blue of sky, 
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A green-hair'd nymph migbt shelter seek. 

And love for aye to dwell, 
Where silent and safe she heard afar 

The dark surge rise and swell. 

The glassy crystal sparkled clear 

The cavern walls around ; 
And there was crystal on the roof^ 

And crystal on the ground* 

That wild and tebder light was shed. 

Where, when it loveliest seems, 
Bright Beauty's eve, with languid glance, 

A breathing softness beams. 

And til us, as in that simple dr^ss, 

With face so wan, so.fair ; 
Atid eyes half-closed, and breast of sAow, 

That maid stood silent there. 

Oh ! she was dearer to the heart. 

More heavenly to the view. 
Than when from her, 'midst feast ai>d joy, 

The magic love-glance flew. 

Tlatzeca gazed, in rapture deep, 

His trembling hand he laid 
Upon his beating heart, and down 

He knelt before that maid. 

*' Thus, maiden, to this holy shrine 

Tlatzeca bows the knee ; 
He hopes no Heaven but in thy love, 

He knows no God but thee.* 



I hare heard the expression objected to, as addressed to a female : 
other languages the usage is not unfrequent. — Ed. 

M 2 
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^I bved thee, wben two infante we 

Sported tlie livelong day ; 
I loved thee, when to boyhood grown, 

I ^purn'd the in&nt's play. 

*'l've loved thee since ; I love thee now, 

E'en Death can never part 
The love, which trembles on my tongue, 

Which burns within my heart. 

^' But other arms than these will clasp 

That angel-lbrm of thine ; 
Which it were worth all Paradise 

To call one moment mine. 

" Nay, frown not — turn not thus away— 

I am so bound to thee; 
Thy anger ne'er can loose the chain. 

Thy frown ne'er make me free. 

'* For mercy here Tlatzeca kneels— 

For mercy bid depart ' 
This burning frenzy of his soul, — 

This bursting of his heart. 

" Sai/ that thou lov'st me — it will drive 

This silent diark despair 
From my lone soul, and bid a ray 

Of blessed hope shine there. 

" Thou canst not! I am gone, proud maid- 
Live here from danger free ; 

Angel of Death, I 'm ready noW: — 
Hasten Dark One, haste to me !" 

He tum'd in agony away ; 

One moment, and she came. 
That dark-eyed maid, and clasp'd his hand, 
And call'd upon his name : 
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^^ Hear me, Tlatzeci^ hear me now; 

Each word that thou hast said . 
Hath been, an arrow tipp'd with fire. 

An omen from the dead. 

** Why didst thou fight my father^s fight ? . 

Why didst thou save my life ? 
Why burst my tyrant's iron chain. 

And brave the murderer's knife? 

" Thou knew'st I could not — dared not love 

Him whom my Sire had cursed ; 
For he forbade to raise the flame 

Our infancy had nursed ; 

" For this poor heart had ne'er forgot 

Those hours of childhood's day, 
When sorrow and grief were never known, 

And all was bright and gay ; 

" When ev'ry moment, wing'd with joy, 

To ecstacy was given ; 
And we lived on in love of Earth, 

And purity of Heaven. 

" But whisp'ring tongues and envy's blight 

Madden'd my aged sire ; 
And then he snatch'd me from thy love. 

And cursed thee in his ire. 

" He gave me to another chief — 

This morn the pomp i led ; 
Thou know'st the dreadful hour that came, 

And left a nation dead. 

** Th^ unfinish'd rites were stain'd with blood ; 

My sire gasp'd on the ground ; 
Brethren and friends all struggling died ; 

And I was seized, and bound ; 
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" Thou cam'sty an angel from above t 
Youth, innocence to -save ; — 

A moment of forgetfulness, 
And we were on the wave. 

'* Thou only now art left on earth, 

Of all who once were mine ; 
All ties are broken now, which once 

Forbade me to be thine. 

" Take then, dear youth, that heart again. 
Which ne'er from thee has ranged ; 

Which, bending to a father's voice. 
Was ne'er a moment changed." 

Tlatzeca stood a moment's space. 

In mute and vacant gaze ^ 
And sense and reason all were lost 

In dark delirious maze. 

At lehgth, across his deep-flush*d cheek, 

Glances shot from his eye. 
Like ev'ning lightning flashing fast 

On Autumn's dark'ning sky. 

But Nature and Love the struggle soothed. 

The choking of the breast ; 
And then gush'd forth delicious tears. 

And brought repose and rest. 

He clasp'd the Maiden in his arms ; 

And she in his embrace 
Entranced lay ; then breathed his name. 

And gazed upon his face. 

And they were silent — while around 

Loud echoed the wild wave ; 
And the distant swell of the nightly tide 

Resounded in the cave. 
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' And they y0»e talent — 't was a bliss 

That could no longer last, 
Than just to feel it had been Mere, 

And feel that it was past. 

And he is gone, Tlatzeca now, 

The depth is pass'd again, 
And the boatman is in his skiff once more. 

And bounding o*er the main. 

And tifne roU'd on in ceaseless course ; 

But aye, at evening tide, 
A gilded skiff, with a plumed chief, ^ 

Was seen o'er the wave to glide* 

And none could tell its destined port, 

Or its path on the wat*ry way ; 
But ever at mom that chief returned, 

Wet with the Ocean spray. 

And Time rolFd on— and Right had burst 

The tyrant's hated chain ; 
And Vict'ry shouted long and high. 

And Freedom rose again. 

Tlatzeca drew the first his sword, 

First dealt the godlike blow. 
That loosed the bonds of slavery. 

That dash*d the murd'rer low. 

And now a grateful nation brought 

To him their love and fame ; 
And fondly calFd on Heaven to shed 

Its blessings on his name. 

And where is he? On the deck he stands 

Of the gilded galley now ; 
And marks the green wave flashing fast 

Before the coming prow. 
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« ■ 

On goes the galley before the gale. 

And Ocean foamf behind ; 
And rattling cords, and streamers gay, 

Are fluttering in the wind. 

On goes the -galley before the gale, 

And the seaman's song is SHng ; 
And friends and slaves, together met, 

Around Tlatzeca hung. 

On goes the galley before the gale, * 

And the dearest of them said, 
'' Why seeks not the Youth, who is brave and young, 

The love of a lovely Maid?" 

On goes the galley before the gale, 
Till under the rock 't is moor'd ; 

'* Now seek I my bride ! "-r-he said, and sprung 
Like lightning overboard. 

A space they stood, in fearful guise, 

All gazing silently^ 
With beating hearts, and eager glance, 

On the blue tuinbling sea* 

Mute gaze they, as each flashing wave 

Just burst, and for aye is gone ; 
And broken flings back its rippling foam 

On the wave that is coming on. 

And now they despair for their drowned Chief; 

But under the stern — see ! see ! 
Out of the surge comes their Chief, and a Maid 

Beautiful exceedingly ! 

Again he stands on the crow4ed deck, 

With the maiden by his side; 
Whose long loose locks, and garments green, 

Bright sparkled from the tjde. 
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And all.fidl down in a rine around 

The Yquth and the Maiden fair ; 
For she, Aey thought, was an Ocean Nymph, 

Or Angel sprung from air. 

But none of the Nymphs, oh their sea-shells borne. 

That boast of the Ocean race, 
Might vie by their hair and their dark green eyes 

With the blush upon Hilla's face. 

And her smile around was a ray. of Heaven, 

And she hung on Tlatzeca's arm ; 
And the glance of her eye has iix'd them there. 

As it were with an elnn charm. 

" Rise, dear ones, rise," the Chieftain cried, 

" And up with the swelling sail ; 
And on with the galley to ojur home. 

Before the rising gale. 

'* You bade me seek a lovely Maid, — 

1 saw her beneath the waves ; 
.And here ii my bride that I have found 

In the green Ocean's caves." 

And a chorus wild arose around, — 

" Hail to the Maid of the Wave ! 
Hail to her whom Tlatzeca loves — 

The Bride of the Ocean Cave I" 

H. N. C. 
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" Aliter non fit, Avite, liber.**— Martial. 
*' "Tis thus, old boy, a book is made." — Elphinstone. 

^EETAiN Members of the Club, who are desperately 
ove, take this the last opportunity of addressing their 
«thearts, under cover of " The Etonian,^ and of 

M 5 
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leaving a memorial of their passion inscribed on the pages 
of a work that bids fair to be illustrious when.Homar 
and Virgil are foi^tten. The ladies, to whom the 
following letters are directed, are particularly requested 
to take every thing that is said in tliem in the sense most 
flattering to theniselves ; and, if there be more than one 
sister, when no Christian name is prefixed, each aster is 
conjured not to doubt but that she is the OTie meant: 
above all,. they are cautioned hereby not to tell th^ 
fathers and mothers the important secret ; but, on the 
other hand, to do all in their power to prevent it spread- 
ing further : to which end they are recommended to buy 
up all the copies that can be met with for -sale, at Mr. 
Warrerfs, Old Bond-street ; Mr. Knight^ Castle-street; 
Messrs. Deighton's, Trinity-street; and Messrs. Mun- 
day and Slatter'^s, High-street. 

R. Hodgson, Secretary, 



I. 

TO miss t s. 



Miss T s, — I was told the other day by St. B— b, 

but I have now quite forgotten, where it is that you live 
at present ; however, I don't question your acuteness in 
discovering who is meant by the consonants at the top of 
this letter, without my designating you more particularly. 
I was never introduced t6 you ; and, indeed, the only 
time I ever remember to have seen you was when I 
figured in an English speech at Election, 18 — . You 
recollect, to be sure, thkt, although you sat on my left 
hand, I contrived, with no little skill, to shoot a sentence 
about " her awe-commanding grace^ point blat\k at you ; 
whereon the whole company, with the Provosts twain^ 
turned half round and stared upon you. This, you 
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laust be aware, was very generous in me, because it 
vould, have been more graceful to have fired io the 
;ht ; and there was no mck of excellent marks on that 
e for my aim. I hope you have not forgotten this 
proof of my regard ; at the time you were romantically 

grateful. You sent to me through C H (and 

nothing could be more piquant and delightful, for the 
world then gave him to you for your husband ;) and 
though no doubt the mess^^e lost a little of its original 
sweetness in its passage, yet you know there was enoueh 
left to make me almost crazy with wonder and joy at it. 
You sent me your love. Kfay, but you really did. Miss 

T s : and I was no chicken then, for I had succeeded 

in whiskers ever since Christmas. Now I am a man ; 
a young one, but still a man ; and can feel as deeply, as 
acutely, though more calmly, than before. 

My object in this letter is twofold. Firstly, as you 
sent me your love, I hereby send you nunc ; and add, 
withal, tnat I think you are a very smart dashing girl, 
with TOod eyes and an excellent conceit at a bonnet. I 
am tend you dance well too ; but this is only hearsay, 
You are rather too much of a coquette, though I donH 
dispute but that it becomes you very well just now ; 

but remember thirty will come . Secondly, are 

you engaged ? This is a point which I have much at 
heart. The case is this : — I am naturally amorous ; and, 
as you must have seen in ** -The Etonian,'' a great Poet. 
Now I always make a practice of worshipping but one 
nymph at a time; and I hate breaking the Seventh 
Commandment even in thought. I have just taken leave 
of a young maiden, to whom I wrote some Sonnets, 
because I got tired of her ; — the place is vacant — speak 
the word — and you shall be enshrined in the temple of 
my affections, and shall have a necklace of Sonnets and 
bracelets of Canzonets in a week's time. If you refuse, I 
shall run the risk of becoming foolish about some country 
beauty at the next Exeter Assizes ; and I am anxious to 
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preserve the integrity of the emfnre, which 1 am pfoad 1 t 
to feel that accompbshed woman maintains within rs] y^ 
heart, I ^^ 

My dear Miss T s, 

thine ever ; (that is to say, 
as long as you like it,) 

To Miss T s. G. M. 



II. 

TO MISS A» H. 



Dear A., — My acquaintance with you is so sbght, 
that 1 know but little either of your temp^ or usual 
pursuits ; but there is a depth about your fme black eye 
that speaks volumes of feeling and* tenderness, if pnv 
perly drawn forth by an object worthy of you.. You 
remarked, I think, that I was somewhat defected on* the 
Thursday on which I left i you : the truth is, — that is- 

you are not really in love witn that dull ! arc you ? 

I will certainly see you at Hampstead. 

To Miss A. H. C. F. 



III. 

TO MISS R. S. 



t 



DEAR LITTLE R. — ^You sing remarkably well; 
il\ attempt that elaborate thing of Rossini'^s again ; 



My 

but dorf ^ ^ 

— ^you lose in grace what you may think you gam in 
praise for skilful execution. I wisn you would take to 
simpler music ; — Italian, if you like. For instance, 
Paesiello, or Cimarosa; any thing is better than Uiat 
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apolitanjackall. I shall meet you at Mrs. M ^s 

'6e on Tuesday. Grood-by. 

To Miss R. S. F. G. 

P. S. Don'*t forget the pencil-case ; I have been so 
g^ed about it. 



IV. 
TO E. P. 



Vf Y DEAEEST, SWEETEST GiEL, — Will you forgive me 
using even your initials in print ? I feel I am doing 
>iig, and yet I know not how to refuse njyself the 
asure of thus writing to her. whom I love so passion- 
ly. You only can possibly know who I am, and you 
ly will feel the truth and earnestness of the heart of 
a who addresses you. Oh ! Emily, have you ever 

)ught upon me since last we parted at ? 

> you ever, in your sohtary rambles down in that pretty 
lay walk to your own httle garden and arbour — do you 
3r recollect our walks, our rambles ? Is my tree grow- 
T still, or hath it faded away, almost like the youthful 
pes which were then the portion of him who planted it ? 
lien I saw you in tears upon that melancholy account 

out your poor ,and I ventured to sit down by 

►u and take your hand into mine — ^how I trembled ! for 
►u did not withdraw it, but seemed (was it only seem- 
g ?) to cling to me, as to one whom, under all circum- 
inces, you would not fear to call your friend ; and upon 
liose fidelity and affection you could implicitly rely. I 
rget whether I have ever told you formally that I love 
)u : — I believe not ; — I am sure, to you, with your sus- 
ptibiUty, with your native intuition of truth, it was un- 
icessary. You must have seen my ardent solicitude for 
yui health ; you must have seen my anguish at your 



1 
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sorrow ; you must remember my tears at your coldness— 
my transports at your kindness. Do you think my con- 
duct was common and ordinary ? It was only to be ex- 
plained by one cause, — and that cause was a deep, a soul- 
felt love. Emily, you may perhaps never read this ;— 
it will matter not : I have poured forth my soul to an 
ima^ which rests within me, and the words of my offer- 
ing na,ve their meaning to me, and such like me, though 
they be couched in tne dark speech which the mekm- 
choly spirit loves. Farewell, my dear girl. 

Ever affectionately, &c. 
To E, P. G. M. 



V, 
TO MISS M. B. 

Dear Mary,-— Will you dance with me the first set 
on the Tuesday^s ball, at the Assizes ? I have much 
to tell you. I have ahnost entirely recovered the use of 
my knee ;. and you, little hard-hearted thing, not once to 
ask after me. Wear the pink skirt I gave you. 

Yours, 

To Miss M. B. F. G. 



SONNET, TO 



I SAW thee for a moment! and again 

Haply I ne'er shall see thee ; yet, sweet Maid, 
Thine image is for evermore uplaid 

In my heart's sanctuary ! There remain. 

Young Idol of passionate love, and reign. 
Fountain of Hope and Joy, in the drear shade 
Of early disappointment, where doth fade 

Each flower of Spring and Youth, and sullen Pain 
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Rankles in secret still ! with thee to live, 

And gaze for ever on those angel eyes, 
I would become thy bondsman ! oh, forgive ! 
Fair as the starlight on the Alpine snows, 

Gentle as summer west-wind when it dies, 
Joyous as hill-stream, singing as it flows. 

G. M. 



LETTERS FROM OXFORD. 

NO. V. 
TO FREDERICK GOLIGHTLY, ESO. 

M ' College^ Tuesday Evening. 

Your praises, my dear fellow, quite overwhelm me ; 
jwever, since you appear to have derived some amuse- 
ent from my late communication, I will take up ray 
m at the point where I laid it down, and extract for 
)u the remaining pages of the Diary, so as to complete 
le week. In the meanwhile, accept my warm thanks 
►r your Hvely and humorous descnption of last Sunday 
Ivening^s Promenade. I assure you it has been a 
ibject of no small regret among your friends, that 
ou have never favoured " The Etonian" with those 

Sketches on Windsor Terrace" which you gave 
otice of at one of the Club meetings.^ What a bustle 
rould there have been among the Old Maids and Young 
Joquettes. Why the mere alarm has produced no trifling 
onsequences. The perfumer positively told me that 
is trade in rouge had much fallen off^; and I could not 
lelp observing, as I took my last turn with you up town 

lefore I left for Oxford, that the Misses C ■ had 

aken down at least two flounces and a furbelow, In- 
leed I expect this summer that you will see some of the 
:radesmerfs wives going with their children into the 
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fields for a little fresh air,, instead of sending the little 
dears to bed out of the way, and dressing themselves for 
the Terrace. En passantj let me know whether that 
flaming red bonnet is out this season. Portentous 
comet ! But I had forgotten the Diary. 

Thursday Mornings riine o'c/oci.— breakfast party at 

Sterling'^s room ; rather frightened at first, for I found 

three or four B. A.'^s ; among whom I recognised two 

class-men. Conversation found its level after the first 

cup of coffee. There was an animated discussion on the 

Peterborough Questions and a certain article in the 

" British Critic.'" I quite shuddered with horror at an 

idea which was broached in several quarters. Mercy 

upon us ! that any one at Oxford should venture to hint 

that a Bishop might be fallible. The question was being 

debated with temper, when our attention was suddenly 

directed to a short fat personage^ who had been hitherto 

hid behind the tear-pot on our Host^s right hand, and 

seemed too much occupied by a leg of cmcken to take 

any part in the discussion. This gentleman^ to my 

great relief, argued vehemently on the side of orthodoxy, 

and stated his opinion on the degree of "power which it 

waa but reasonable should be left to the discretion of the 

Bishop. " I thought,'^ said he, " this controversy had 

been finally set to rest by that admirable work of the 

learAed Tomline against Calvinism. The book appeared 

to be decidedly directed against the Evangelical party in 

our Church, and was unanswerable in its arguments.^ 

Here there was an interruption from another gentleman, 

whose name I could not learn : — " You cannot, sir, be 

aware that Mr. Scott, the Author of an edition of the 

Bible with comments, has long ago answered his 

Diocesan. It must, however, be regretted by all those 

who are anxious for the welfture of the Church, that any 

thing Uke party spirit should be excited in hei: bosom by 

the impuaence of misguided zeal. I have heard that 

when the Bishop of Peterborough wished to induce the 

other prelates to adopt the test which he had introduced. 
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»ne of them sent back word, ^ that he thought the 
I^hurch had left a door open for Calvinism, and he would 
lot be one of the first to shut it.** God forbid ! that, 
^hile we have so many enemies without, any thing 
ihould arise to disturb the harmony which oudit to exist 
vithin the pale. A house divided against itself can never 
stand." It was now that I ventured to interpose a word, 
yj suggesting that Bishop Tomline had been of late 
tnuch occupied with his " Life of Mr. Pitt.*^ Sterling 
abserved that the polemics were getting warm, and 
turned the conversation by asking me several questions 
Ed[x>ut Mr. Sumner. — Mem. Commission Martin to pror 
cure " Records of the Creation" and the *^ Apostolic 
Preaching" for his brother. ' 

Qiuirter to Eleven, — Walked, after Hall Lecture, to 
Talboy'^s, to make up a few deficiencies in my book- 
shelves. Fell in love with a " Pole's Synopsis ;" and, 
having heard that one of the "present Examining Masters 
had read through the whole five volumes fbho, Latin, 
previous to going up for his Great Go^ was seized with 
a sudden fit of emulative ardour, and dropped the five 
guineas for the work. Was examining a ^' Theodore 
Beza," when somebody gave me a smart slap on the 
back. I started, and my friend Williams of E 
stood confest. " What, in the name of wonder, Mr. 
Bookworm," — ^that was the salutation, — " are you doing 
here among these musty gentry ? My eyes ache at the 
very sdght of them. Don^ you know that Eton is play* 
ing the University to-day on the Boulingdon ground? 
Come akwg, I insist upon it, or I shall have no opinion 
of youjr pstiiotism. Away he dragged me, and a de- 
lightful walk it was to the Cricket-neld, along Cowley 
Marsh. [Vou have of course long ago heard of the 
events of this glorious day ; and have seen, no doubt, 
various despatches on the subject. To proceed then as 
'concisely as possible.] The day was beautiful, the 
match mterestin^ ; and it was past Three when I recol- 
lected that I ou^t to have been at private lecture at 
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One. ^^ Never inmd,^ says Williams, who marked my 
consternation, ^^ You won''t be flogged.'" ^^ J am abrrj,* 
I rejoined, — 

' non tamen irritum 
Quodcanque r^^ro est, cifBciam,' &c. 

^^ I will bear the brunt.'*^ We did not get off the ground 
till past Five. Of course it was too late for BbU diimer; 
and we nuale up a party of six or seven old Eton men 
to take a snack at Jubber^ the pastrycooks We were 
strutting up Hi^-street in detached parties, whei\ Wil- 
liams and myseli were stopped by a stout-lookmff lOu, 
in velvet sleeves, whom I soon recognized for tne Proc- 
tor. " Grentlemen, are you members of this University T 
We assented. ^^ I must insist on your g^u^Sjl? Jf^^ 
CoUe^ and putting on your Academicals.^ wHEams, 
stated that we had come in from the country, and we 
were suffered to pass on. A snu^ dinner parly ; — good 
soup. The company became rather riotous even bdToare 
the cloth was removed, and I observed Betty (our wait- 
ing girl,) whisper something in Williams^s eaj^y as she 
changed our plates : my curiosity was roused, and mj 
friena informed me, in a low voice, that we were likely 
to have a disagreeable visitant, for the Proctor had been 
under the windows and had noticed the party- The 
doth, however, was removed in peace, and I took the 
opportunity to slip away, as. I had promised M^Lennox 
to accompany him to a Subscnption Concert, at the 
Music-room. He had been kind enou^ to procure us 
tiekets from an acquaintance at St. John^s; nom whidi 
College I understood the band of amateurs we chiefly 
enrolled. This engagement was a lucky one, tar I heard 
next morning that the Proctor had actually made his ap- 
pearance, and turned the party out into the streets. 

On my return home to dress I found a pleasant billet- 
doux on my table : — 

« Mr. Le Blanc to write out 250 lines of the Second Georgic of ViigU, 
for non-attendance at Lecture." 
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iy scout happened to be in the way, and I desired him 
^ step to the Barber^s and order this imposition for me 
gainst the morrow morning. It was done accordingly, 
• the moderate charge oi sixpence for every hundred 
Qed. So much for the imposition. 

At half-past Seven, — I made my debut at the Music- 
K>m. The company was rather thin. There were no 
lore than a dozen Grownsmen, all full dressed. The 
rdiestra did not deceive my expectation. The selection 
"om Mozart was ^ood, and the performance (as far as 
ri enthusiastic admu*er of music without science can pass 
idgment^ was spirited and correct.' The building is 
lost admu-ably suited to the purpose ; hght and elegant. 
Implex munditiis, and .well-proportioned. There was 
ne craving void, however; — a little female vanity would 
*ve reUeved the melancholy sameness of our black 
towns. But it is not customary for the dear creatures to 
ttend these select meetings. 

Left at Ten o^chcTc^ highly satisfied and delighted with 
ly evening's entertainment. 

Friday Morning, Seven o^clock. — Bathed in the Cher- 
rell with Sterling. Couldn''t for the life of me hit the 
Hack of lying on my back and floating with the stream. 
\t every attempt went to the bottom uke a stone. 

Nine, — Sterhng condescended to take his cup of hyson 
rith me; and, at my request, gave me a lecture on 
!40gic ; including several most useful hints for opening 
he campiugn. . " I would not have you,*" said he, 
^ trouble your head with any commentators, or the like, 
itick to the text of Aldricn ; and if you get that by 
leart you- will do very well. You must not, however, 
all to watk as a c^tain person that I have heard of, 
dio, being d^^ous of acquiring the art of reasoning 
losely, was advised by a fnend to study Euclid. Some 
ime after, our philosopher was asked how he Uked 
lathematics, and got on with his problems ? * Oh J "• 
eplied he, * I have read my Euclid ttiroUgh, but I dotft 
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see the good of him.'* ^ Read him through aheady ?% 
temipted his friend ; ^ and pray how did you readlumf liaa 
^ Just as I would a Newspaper,^ was the reply. ' Ikve |^ J 
you any idea, Le Blanc, of the practical use of 1(^? 
I assure you, that when you can once catch an ino^ bf 
into the scope and aim of the science, a great obstack |ib 
has been removed. What pamphlet have you gotliy 
your side there ? ^ I handed him N** V. of " The Etc 
nian.*" He opened the work, and proceeded. " You 
must know that every argument is resolvable into three 
sentences or propositions, and every sentence into as 
many logical words. For instance, take the passage in 
N** III. of Peregrine's Scrap-book, 

' He (Mr. Bellamy) is not much afmd^ for he can hit George to t 
nicety.'"* 

Here we have an assertion and the reason on which it is 
grounded. Now for the three sentences :— 

He who can hit C^rge to a nicety is not much afhud. 
Mr. Bellamy can hit George to a nicety. 
Mr. Bellamy is not mudi afraid. 

The art of lo^c, as you must be well aware, teaches us 
to detect errors in argument ; and that portion whidi 
you are expected to bring forward in the Xtrtfe-Go, is 
divided into three parts. The first guards you asainst 
mistakes and fallacies in the use of the words of each 
separate sentence, by teaching you to classify theni 
under their proper heads : the second is occupied in 
arran^ng and cugesting the sentences, or propositions, 
after the same principle : and the tlnrd farii^ all the 
Knowledge you have acquired into practice. Smice you 
are now come to the .syllogism, or form of argument 
exhibited to you in the first instance, this must stand or 
fall, according to certain fixed and determinate rules, 
which you are to have as ready at your fingers* ends as 
your ABC. Do not look so grave. Believe me, you 
will find logic Uttle better than a bugbear. The very 
sound at present frightens you out of your wits ; but 
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^hen you have once mastered the task, you will 
le inchned to laugh at your former fears, and won. 
ler at your simplicity for once harbouring them. I 
lefver ^haU foreet the dreadful day when I went up for 
ay first ^xammdtion. I was trembling and shivering 
it the prospect of being called upon, when one of the 
lill»ters set us all in a titter by requiring a third pro- 
Mntion (what we technically term a conclusion) to the 
%dlowing :— 

Jack and Jill went up the hill. 
Jade and JiU came tumbling down. 

^ow our mighty difficulty is to discover what we can 
include, or draw by way of argument, from these two 
Propositions, which have been premised or conceded to 
18. The answer was — 

Something that came tumbling down went up the hill. 

But I fear I fatigue your attention. Give me another 
2up of tea.*" 

Ten till Twelve. — Read some Herodotus for coUec- 
Uons. [N. B. This is our denomination for a certain 
College examination, which takes place at the end of 
term, before the Warden and Tutor.] Took it into 
my head to analyze the Persian revenues under Darius, 
and became so puzzle-pated over my investimtions into 
the relative value of gold and silver, and the Babylonian 
and Euboic talent, that I threw my book aside in disgust. 
As I could not settle the account, either Herodotus or I 
had made a blunder, and I donH like to think it was the 
fmner. 

Started about One o'^clock from the Christ-Church 
Meadows, on a water excursion to Nuneham. We were 
s party of two six-oars, and had sent on our scouts, in a 
two-oared boat, with the provisions and crockery-hamper, 
br it was our intention to take dinner at the lovely cot- 
tage in Lord Harcourt'^s grounds. As I profess to 
itate plain unvarnished facts, you will excuse all 'de- 
scription of the clear blue vault of heaven, and the 
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slight fleecy specks of clouds, which made useotAel^ 
Isis for their mirror, as they flitted slowfy abofe <v |\i 
heads, and were soon lost in vacancy. You canTeiyr. i 
well imagine the groves of sedge shrinking from meV^ 
courtship of Zephyr, like a parcel of coy maidens ; the I 
beautiful and pure lily reposing on the bosom of the I 
limpid waters : the equal dash of the oars, and the I 
lightning speed with vhich our iro^uxoDirff; ^f^ (<^ ^ I. 
oary car, as it was construed the other day,) dbot on p 
its way. Let it be suflicient to notice, that we found p 
ffood cider at Sandford, and then, forwards to Nune> p 
ham Park. We came to anchor after a voyage of neir y 
an hour. The baggage and sutlers were safi^ \ 
arrived, and our party dispersed itself over the neirit- h 
bouring woods ana lawns. Some threw themselves, with y 
a book, at the root of some ancestral elm ; and others h 
had brought their fishing-rods. I was fortunate enough I 
in attachmg myself to a most intelligent companioD; | 
who took me by the arm, and requested me to stroU with 
him about the grounds. We visited the various spots 
which commanded views of the country, but did not 
reach the mansion. I was suddenly roused frmn a fit 
of meditation in which I was indulging, no matter about 
what, by a quotation, which I could not help observiii^ 
was pronounced by my companion with peculiar feeling 
and emphasis ; — 

" Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn. 
Thy sports aie fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen. 
And desolation saddens all thy green ; 
One only master grasps the whole domainy 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling pUdn." 

Mr. Willis noticed my surprise. " I wuapect,'' said 
he, " you are not aware of the classical neignbourhood 
you are in. * The Deserted Village' was situated in tins 
park ; and, as the Poem describes the story, ope of the 
predecessors of the present Lord Harcourt caused the 
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^ttages to be taken down, and the busy haunts of life 
^Hd joy to be removed, as a nuisance^ and make way for 
^ sontude. Only one hut was suffered to remain during 
tbe few declining years of its tenant ; who was no doubt 

— * The widow'd solitary thing 
That feebly bent beside the plashy spring ; 
Tlie wretched matron, forced, in age, tor bread. 
To strip the brook mth mantling cresses spread.' 

I am told that there are some individuals who can point 
KyUt to you the site of the modest mansion of the village 
Preacher, and other objects mentioned by Goldsmith in 
that delidous composition. But I find by my watch it 
is high time for us to return to the Cottage. The 
uouts have by this time spread our repast, ana the men 
will not stand on ceremony .**' The event answered our 
expectation. The party had already fallen-to ; so, with- 
out waiting for an exchange of apologies, we took our 
Beats, and did justice to the cold collation. The evening 
was passed in the true convivial spirit ; and it was not 
till some time after the great luminary of day had sunk 
behind the Cunmor hills, and the shades of night were 
gathering about us, that we recollected there were four 
flood miles against stream to row home again. Our 
boats were manned in the twinkling of an eye, and we 
bade fair to work off the exuberance of our ammal spirits 
by our increased exertions at the oar. We got home 
without any serious accident ; only the hinder crew had 
taken us at a disadvanta^ and bmnped us ; by which 
our helm was completely shattered, ana a couple of their 
oars were broken m an attempt to pass us between nar- 
row banks. The baggage-boat was not so fortimate. 
They were in the pouna; and, by some mismana^ment, 
the prow hitched in to the breast-work of bricks ; the 
consequence was, the vessel filled and went to the bottom 
with the whole cargo. There was no danger, however; 
the locksman let down the sluices, and the poor offerers 
were extricated from the watery element after a good 
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ducking and a little fright ; — ^that was alL - The crock- 
ery, knives, and forks, and other articles, were not tskci 
up till the next morning ; and it cannot but be remarked, 
that ever since that fatal evening there has been a sad 
deficiency in our tea-services at home. 

Saturday. — Wet morning. 

Eight o*c/4w:/c.— Found myself rather stiff; my bad[ 
bone aching, and hands very sore. Thought I wouU 
lay by for me day, and dine comfortably in my rooma 
Therefore desired my scout to go with my compliments 
to the Tutor, and say I was 4Bger. [Observe — ^thisis 
our term for staying out.'\ 

Five minutes past Eight. — Turned and went to sl^ 
again. 

During breiJcfast read the Treatise which Carmardien 
had lent me. Took it into niy head that I wished to 
consult a passage in ^^ Erasmus."" Went to ask SterHng 
how to gain admittance to the Library for an hour^ 
study, not dreaming of any difficulty. ^^ My dear 
fellow,"" sfdd Mr. S. .**you would intit>duce<a new era 
i^ our college annals. To my certain knowledge nobodj 
ever goes up stairs except the Under Butler, at break of 
day, to open the windows, and at fedl of nififat to diut 
them ; now and then, perhaps, Mr. Jackson taKes a par^ 
of ladies to show them ^^ a ciurious old place,"" as he calk 
it, or otherwise I assure you I do not hear a footfall 
above me for months together. One might fancy that 
the room was hauuted by the Ghost of Dun^Scotus; 
and it would require but a trifling stretch of the imagi- 
nation to picture to yourself the old codj^, with ms 
lantern jaws, seated in a comer of this gothic apartment, 
scribbling away, as fast as his wasted fin^rs would allow 
him, at his translation of the Bible. How he must have 
quickened his pace when he got to " Timothy." Peace 
to his manes ; I should have thought that the term of 
his wanderings had been long since over, were I not vi- 
sited every mght by him, to my no small annoyance, just 
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ibove my pillow, up and down the wainscot, over head, 
ind under the bed. I have made of late serious elForts 
o lay this troubled spirit, by means of a famous rat- 
rap ; no less than a dozen victims in less than a week — 
>ut to no purpose : this Pythagorean slips into another 
ikin, and the old work comes over again. To be serious, 
Le Blanc, you may send for the Under Butler, if you 
)lease, and visit the Hbrary as a stranger) but if you 
cnake any application to the College, you will be told 
that it is not customary to allow the Junior Members of 
the Establishment to msiie use of the Library. There ""s 
monopoly for you ! The collection appears to be most 
valuable, but nobody knows what there is upon the 
dielves, and the worms have the chief profit.^ " Oh ! 
very well,^ I replied ; " the College need not expect any 
more Dun Scotuses or WicklifFes, since this is the system ; 
and we Under-graduates are furnished with a good ex* 
case on our part. Let **& have a game at battledore and 
shuttlecock.*" 

One 0* clock, — Went to return a call of M^Lennox^s ; — 
the oak shut ; — stuck my card in the key-hole, as is the 

etiquette, and went on to E College. Found Wil- 

liams holding ^mnastic games ; — boxing, &iiigle-stick, 
and the foils. Took a turn at fencing i got poked under 
the armpit, and made a hole in my best blue coat. On 
my return home found a levee in my room. They 
assured me there was nothing like a lark in the Port- 
Meadow to cure (Bgritude, and insisted on my taking 
horse with them, or J should catch the putrid fever. 

Two. — Equipped myself. Mounted ourselves at the 
stables near Onel, and set off in a party of six, headed 
by a hot Irishman. You know I donH stick as close on 
horseback as the Centaurs used, and therefore wheji my 
mare had run away with me across the meadow, she 
found little difficulty in discharging her burthen into a 
ditch, which unfortunately crossed our way. No other 
harm than a slight bruise ; — dimmed the Day tmd Mar- 

YOL. Hi. N 
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tin of my top-boots, and splashed my white leathers a 
little. My comrades exerted themselves in recovering 
my steed, who was independently scouring the country ; 
and a proposition was then made for setting off to Wood- 
stock. 

Five o*clock, — Ordered dinner to be got ready at the 
inn, and took a gentle ride in Blenheim Park. — mem. To 
go some other day to Stonesfield in that neighbourhood, 
and examine the Roman tesselated pavement which has 
lately been discovered there. 

Sta: till Eight. — Made a capital dinner from an. excel- 
lent bill of fare ; — tried the wine there ; — ^broke the bell- 
ropes ; — kissed the midds ; — and galloped home with two 
or three others by a decent hour. The rest of the party 
were not in College till after midnight ; they went to the 
dramatic performances in the bam, and were all but put 
in the watch-box for creating a disturbance. 

Twelve. — Sound asleep. Startled by a noise' at my 
oak, which was not fastened. A party of Bacchanals 
rushed in , upset my chairs and tables, and then piled 
them against my bedroom door ; knocked off the head of 
my Famese Hercules, and got off with impunity. There 
was no time to make my poker red hot for defensive 
operations. 

Sunday morning. Eight till Nine. — Divine Service in 
Chapel. Breakfasted at CarmartheiCs room. Sterlmg 
made up the trio. Discussed the characters of tl» great 
pillars of our Church. By the way, talking of J^sars, 
thought Carmarthen happy in comparing Jeremy Taylor 
to the Corinthian, and the Compilers of the Homilies to 
the Doric Order. Begin to suspect him of the Hutchin- 
sonian mania. Mem. To read *' the Divine Legation,^ 
but not to be converted by its arguments. 

Half -past Ten. — Adjourned to St. Mary's Churdi for 
the Bampton Lecture.. Took our seats in the-gaUery 
just as the organ struck up the voluntary at the entrance 
of the Vice-Cnancellor. While the Doctors were robing, 
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had time to make my observations. The M.A.''s were 
congregating beneath us. Sterling pointed out those who 
were most known to fame — Examining Masters, College 
Tutors, Ex-Proctors, &c. " Observe that stout man,^' 
said he, " who has just taken his place at the end of a 
form : his spare locks are combed straight down over his 
forehead with rustic carefulness, and the tout ensemble of 
his face is something like the features of the plump little 
cherubim which we often see carved in old cloisters.'* 
'' Oh ! I see the individual you mean ; he has just put on 
his spectacles ; — who is he ? Somebody who has been 
fattening upon a good fellowship these thirty years ?'" 
" Hush r interrupted Mr. S. "you have before you the 
great scholiast, the Scaliger of his day, of whom our 
university is so justly proud. There he is. Sir, and he 
has well deserved 

* Digito monstrari, et dicier Hie est.* 

Let Cambridge boast her Monck and Blomfield, we 

have our E— — y.*" " But where is Mr. G , to 

whom classic literature is also so highly indebted, and 
who has estabUshed our reputation on so firm ^ footing 
abroad, that even German envy is turned into admira- 
tion ?*" My companion could not distinguish him among 
the assembly, but began apostrophizing : — " Such an 
eye !" said he, " so expressive and penetrating I I often 
meet him in my walks, and imagine to myself that that 
dance is an index of the searching genius which displays 
itself in his works. How must the clouds and darkness 
which absurdity and ignorance have raised, fly before it 
But look again, Le Blanc,*" continued Mr. S. " there is 
our best Aristotelian making his way along the benches. 
He has got his glass up, and is reconnoitring our ranks : 
and see that short figure who has just appeared at the 
comer of the pews, with rather of a brow of Egypt 
about him ; — ^he has obtained the highest name in the 
Mathematics. Poor fellow, he is killing himself by 

n2 
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inches. What think you of two College Lectures in the 
morning from Ten till Five in the Schools— another 
Lecture in the evening, and then hard reading till past 
midnight P Now mark that ponderous figure who has 
taken nis seat by the last-mentioned individual. They 
look Uke Ajax and Teucer together. I must take you 
some day to the Schools, on purpose t6 hear him operate 
on *a chorus of iEschylus. He is a most beautiful 
scholar, I assure you.*"^ Here Sterling fell off into a 
meditative humour, and Carmarthen called my attention 
to the side pews, which were full of dashing females. 
** One would thitik,"" said my satirical neighbour, '' those 
girls made vert little difference between the promenade, 
ballrroom, and St. Mary^s, in the use which they put 
them to. At any rate, they will all come imder the 

genus of market-places for their charms. We cannot 
e simple enough to suppose that they are here to be 
edified by our Lectures, which you may easily perceive, 
by their inattention, they are not ambitious oi ^under- 
standing. Do pray notice those two sisters in the Mary 
Stuart bonnets, with the flashing wreaths of carnations. 
There is one of them taking an obUque survey of the 
rank and file of M.A.'*s, with a cast of countenanipe that 
puts me in mind of the old song — 

' Nobody coming to marry me. 
Nobody coming to woo.* " 

Sterling was roused from his reverie by this breach <rf 
decorum, and called Mr. C. to order. And at the 
moment the organ struck up a louder key, and the awful 
Sanhedrim of the Vice-Cnancellor, supported by his 
D.D.'s, and the Proctors, were presently m their places. 
When we came to the address which bade the ooncre- 
gation return thanks, in their prayers, for our Founders 
and Benefactors, and more especially, upon the present 
occasion, for John Bampton, M. A. Canon of SatiabuiT) 
the pious and munificent Founder of the Lectures, I could 
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not help recalling to mind that fastidious paperin ^^ The 
Spectator,^ whiai decries this formulary as ridiculous 
and absurd. In me the circumstance only excited reve- 
rence and admiration. I reflected on those reaQy good 
and great men who have such a claim upon our grati- 
tude for the hberal and enhghtened views with which 
they have provided for the education of posterity. I 
shall not venture any remarks upon the discourse which 
followed. If you wish to see a candid and clear digest 
of the arguments by which our doctrine of Election i^ 
modified and supported, I would refer you at once to 
the octavo which has since emanated from the press, and 
contains the whole series of the present year. SuiHce it 
to say, that I expected to hear from that pulpit some 
dougnty polemic thundering, anathematizing every 
schismatic who hesitated upon a single point, and fight- 
ing shadows of his own creation : — when, on the contrary^ 
I lound a Christian preacher, zealous for the cause of 
truth, but, at the same time, mild and pitiful towtu^ds 
the stray sheep of the flock. I looked for the denun* 
ciation, "Extra Ecclesiam nulla salus r but I heard the 
mild voice of persuasion, which would rather woo con- 
viction, than drive a mistaken judgment into obstinacy 
of error, by ill-advised violence and bigotry. 

Twelve o'clock, — Shut my oak ; took up my Thirty- 
nine Articles, and read a dozen pages in Bishop Tom- 
line. Am determined to learn tne articles by heart, as 
well as the texts of proof, or it is no use to dabble in 
Theology. I shall then have some sort of gauge or com- 

5I8S, which, under the Bible, may keep me clear of 
dden rocks in controversial Aiiitings. 
ISvo o'clock.— Somebody rapped at my oak; Sterling's 
vdice ; was wrsuaded to accompany him to Evening 
Sermon, at St. Mary'^s ; heard a most ingenious disqui- 
sition, by a very clever theologist, upon the degree of 
criminality evinced by Cain's sacrifice of the fruits of the 
e^th, and Nimrod's man-hunting. In the midst of the 
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discourse an old monumental tablet casually attracted my 
eye ; a thought flashed across me — I was under the 
same roof with the grave of Amy Robsart. I ventured 
to whisper a question to my companion. He replied, 
there is no stone to mark the spot, and we have but the 
tradition that the body was removed fix)m Cumnor, and 
deposited in this Cnurch, with pompous obsequies. 
*^ reace be with thee, lovely one !^' I mentally ex- 
claimed ; " we know not what were thy faults and follies 
— ^but thou wert unfortunate, and we cannot deny thee 
the tear of pity. We know not the circumstances of 
your first connexion with that monster, Leicester, who, 
if we may believe the records of substantial history, had 
not a single virtue in counterpoise to his thousand 
crimes ; but we are too sure that your end was cruel and 
untimely — ^not indeed as the facts have been perverted, 
for purposes of fiction, by the glowing pen of the 
mighty Magician.'^ The village legends inform us that 
Lady Dudley died the death of Sisera, the captain of 
the host of Jabin : — 

*' TVie murderer put his hand to the nail, and his right hand to the 
f^orkman's hammer, and with the hammer he smote her. He has 
pierced and stricken through her temples. At his feet she bowed, she 
feU, she lay down; at his feet she bowed, she fell: where she bowed, 
there she fell down dead.** 

Observed a nuisance which had escaped my notice in the 
morning. The side ailes were tnronged by several 
loungers, who evidently did not think small beer of 
themselves or their neckcloths. They seemed to have 
come in to use their eyes, and not their ears, for their 
glasses were very busy, and the smile of self-complacency, 
or vacant stare, with which they gazed about them, only 
served' me as a contrast to the anxious fixation of look, 
and contracted brows, of many of the Gownsmen in the 
gallery. Oh Raphael J hadst thou but seen these origi- 
nals, thou mightst have introduced them to advantage m 
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the " Preaching at Athens,^ by way of the vain and self- 
sufficient Epicureans. 

Five o'clock Hall dinner. Was sconced in a quart 

of ale for quoting Latin, a passage from Juvenal ; mur- 
mured, and the fine was doubled. 

Seven till Eight. — Took a turn with Tomline, down 
the fashionable promenade in High-street, or Vanity 
Fair, as it may be truly called. Such a show of bon- 
nets, pelisses, and shawls ! Every colour in the rainbow. 
Strings of girls, from forty years and upwards to four- 
teen. Found Mr. T. a perfect nomenclature. « Learnt 
an infaUible method of distinguishing the different 
females iu the streets of Oxford. The Lady may be 
known by her firm step — ^indifferent look, which seems to 
say, " I see plenty of Gownsmen every day, and therefore 
don'^t think you, or you. Sir, particularly worthy of my 
notice'' — cheeks not flushed at your gaze, and eyes cold 
as the snows upon Mount Hecla. The Commonalty are 
quickly discovered by the flauntiness of their dress, and 
their mipudent ogle, or affected demureness, which has 
something too arch in it for the merest novice in obser- 
vation to mistake for modesty. Lastly, the Stranger is 
recognised by her timid glance, quickly withdrawn as 
soon as met, sudden blush, and somewhat of a falter in 
her carriage, for she knows we are criticising her, from 
the colour of her eyes to the turn of her ancle. 

Eight o'clock. — Mended my pen, and sat down with 
half a dozen letters before me, to be answered before the 
post went out. Wrote home, and informed the Squire that 
every thing was very high at the University ; we were 
cheated sadly ; and ended this effusion of honest indig- 
nation, by hinting that the author's purse was rather low. 
Suggested that my sisters might as well make me some 
card-racks, fire-screens, and other ornaments for my 
mantel-piece. 

Ten o'clock. — Reviewed my Diary for the week, and 
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made a resolution of reform. Intend to read ax hours 
in the day regularly, and to cut loungers. 

You nave now, my dear Golightly, a specimen of our 
life, at this hearty place. You will, however, please to 
remember, that it is the journal of an individual, a most 
unwcHlhy member of this noble Society, and therefore 
will not prove ^ bad a logician as to reason from parti* 
culars to imiversals. I remain, your^s, &c. 

A. L. B. 



THE HALL OF MY FATHERS.* 



(From ** The Poetry of the College Magazine,**) 

« I went to the place of my birth, and I said-— The friends of m? 
childhood, where are they ?— and an echo answerei^ Where are they ?" 

Arabic MS.—from Lard Byron. 

** Seek we thy once-loved home ? 
The hand is gone that cropp'd its flowers ! 
Unheard their clock repeats its hours ! 
Cold is the hearth within their bowers ! 

And, should we thither roam, 
Its echoes, and its empty tread. 
Would sound like voices from the dead." 

Campbell. 

I. 

The spirit of my soul is changed, 
My thoughts have ta'en a sadder hue, 

Since last thy verdant jawns I ranged. 
And hade them, with a tear, adieu ! 



* The subject of these lines is not a fictitious one. The " Hall" was 
the residence* of a relation, now dead ; and many of my happieit hours 
were spent under its roof. M. 
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And adverse fortune hath pursued 
With gloomiest hatred thine and thee, 

Forsaken mansioii, since I stood 

With them^ where they no more shall b^. 

And they who smiled have leam'd to weep, 
And they who loved are rent asunder ; 

Between them roars the angry deep- 
Above them fate is black with thunder : 

And moss and weeds grow on thy wall ; 

Deserted is my Father's Hall. 

II. 

Oh ! my young heart danced to liveliest measures. 

And my ardent pulse beat high ; 
And boyish joys, and hopes, and pleasures, 

Flash'd merrily in my eye : 
And smiling faces beam'd around me. 

And all was mirth and glee, 
And friendship's golden fetters bound me. 

When last I look'd on thee. 
But the dream of bliss is for ever fled, 
And the friends oi my childhood are absent or dead. 

Yet oft, in solitary hours, 

Thine image floats across my brain. 
And all thy beauteous woods and bowers 

Rush on my soul again : 
And I roam on the banks of thy old canal» 
And I hear the roar of thy waterfall, 
And well-known forms to my eyes appear, 
And tlie voice of friends*is in my ear ; 
And I view, by the light of the trembling moon, 
The painted glfiss of thy old saloon, 
On which, in childhood's artless days. 
My wond'ring eyes were wont to gaze; 
While oft, with fond and pious care. 
My mother traced each semblance there. 
And bade me mark the red drops flow. 
In holy stains on my Saviour^s brow, 

n5 
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And the crown of thorns that encircled his head, 
And the cross that bore the Deathless Dead. 
Long shall these hours my thoughts control, 
So deep they sunk into my soul. 

IV. 

And oft I roved, with ardour young. 

Through gothic arch and gallery long ; 

And view a, emboss'd in panels high. 

The 'scutcheons of my ancestry ; 

And portraits, ranged in order grave, 

Of statesmen proud and warriors brave ; * 

And dames who graced the festive sport 

Of good King Charles's gallant court.* . 

How reverend in my eyes appeared 

Each hoary head and flowing beard ! 

And how would fancy frame a tale 

For ev'ry antique coat of mail, 

And ev'ry scarf of lady bright, 

Guerdon most meet for gallant knight, 

Which painters' art had handed down 

From distant ages of renown ! 

V. 

But proudest was my bosom's swell. 

And ii;ost my boyish soul was fired. 
When gaily would my grandame tell, 

How thither, with his court, retired 
From realms by civil discord rent, 
And fury of the Parliament, 
That Prince of heart misled, but good. 
Who stain'd the scaffold with his blood ; 
And how, from that old gothic door, 
He heard the hostile cannon roar. 
And caught afar the foeman's tramp, 
And view'd the smoke of the rebel camp, 

^rrrr- ■ ■ 1 — i— ij ii|— r iiiwiiii^__ ■■.■ij- imi-r--r-'— — ^^"^^^^^"^ 

* I do not wish to speak disrespectfully of my ancestors, but 1 mos' 
frankly confess that I do not know that the said portrsuts are thein : i^^ 
fact, for great part of this stanza i am as much indebted to imagination 
as to meoiory. -^ M. 
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And sigh'd at each cannon that threatened the town, 

And wept for his people, though not for his crown. 

How oh I gazed, with anxious care. 

On good King Charles's oaken chair ; 

And proudly laid my humble head 

On good King Charles's royal bed ; 

And joy'd to see the nook reveaVd, 

Where good King Charles had lain concealed 

And tasted calm and safe repose 

Surrounded by a thousand foes ! 

VI. 

It soothes me now to think on days 

When grief and I were strangers yet. 
And feed, in thought, a frequent gaze 

On scenes the heart can ne'er forget. 
The friends who made those scenes so bright 
Are torn for ever from my sight ; 
Their halls are falling to decay. 
Or own an unknown master's sway : 

But still upon my pensive soul. 
The feelings of my younger day. 
The hour of mirth, the party gay. 

In blissful visions roll. 
Oh ! welcome, then, was December's blast. 
As it drove on the snow-storm thick and fast. 
And welcome the gloom of December's sky. 
For they told of approaching revelry ; 
And gave the signal old and sweet, 
For dearest friends in one Hall to meet. 
Where jest, and song, and gallant cheer. 
Proclaimed the Christmas of the year. 



VII. 

Oh ! then was many a mirthful scene. 
And many a smiling face ; 

And many a meeting glad was seen. 
And many a warm embrace ; 
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And oft around the biasing hearth 
Flew happy aoimds of joy and mirth ; 
And laughter loud and sprightly joke. 
Shook fretted roof and wall of oak : 
And gaily flow'd each prattling tong^ue, 
And all were merry— old and young; 
And souls were knit in union blest 
And every bosom was at rest. 

VIII. 

I may not view that Hall again, 

I may not hear those sounds of gladness, 
But their echoes linger in my brain — 

A secret source of pleasing sadness. 
Friends of my young and sinless year^ 

The long long ocean's waves divide as, 
But memory still your names endears — 

Still glows, whatever ill» betide us. 
Oh ! oft on India's burning shore, 
Ye will think oa the home ye shall see no more, 
And wish your heated limbs were laid 
Beneath your own dear forest shade, 
Where murmurs, in its cool retreat. 
The well at which we^used to meet, 
When the setting sun of autumn stood 
On the verge of the hill of Robin Hood, 
And shed tibe mellow tints of even 
O'er the dewy Earth and the silent Heaven. 
Oh ! when shall eve return again. 
So sweet as those which bless'd us then ? 



IX. 

But I must wake ftom this sweet dream. 

Whose spells, perchance, too long have found me ; 
For manhood's prospects dimly gleam, 

And manhood s cares are gathering round me. 
I 've made me new and cherish'd friends, 

I 've bound congenial bosoms to me ; 
But o'er the waves remembrance sends 

A prayer for those who ne'er shall view me. 
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And oft I breathe a silent sigh 

For hours and pleasures Idng gone by : 

And each familiar face recall, 

That smiled within that ancient Hall. 

M. 
nuary^ 1819* 



l^e have receivecl the followmg Poetry from an Author, whose talents 
are already known and respected by most of our readers. At the close 
of our career we feel much gratified in being allowed to add to the list 
of our contribotors the name of ChaunceyHarbTownshend.-<«-Ed.'| 



STANZAS TO 



Across my troubled path of life, 

One moment glanced thine Angel-form, 

Ev*n as the moonbeam *mid- the strife 
Of severing clouds, and mingling storm. 

I heard thee speak ; the gentle tone 
Did more than melody impart; 

It fell not on my ear alone, 
But— oh« too deeply ! — reach'd my heart. 

I saw thee smile ; thy lovely face 

Was lighted from a spark within, 

And more than beauty I could trace ; 

'Twas soul, of Heav'n's own origin. 

\ 

And now from Albion's lessening shore 
The winds thy distant bark convey, 

While I the orison still pour. 
The joy be thine, where'er it stray. 

Oh, might I deem that thou wouldst deign 
To spend one transient thought on me, 

Twould lighten half my bosom's pain ; — 
But no ! it may not — cannot be ! 



# 
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Why shouldst thou muse on one, whose sighs 
Have never met thy gentle ear ; 

On whom thy timid downcast eyes 
Have scarcely gazed, when he was near ? 

Whose heart hut marr*d his anxious tongue, 
And, when he faltering strove to speak, 

Upon his lips the accents hung. 
For, ah, he gazed upon thy cheek ! 

This — this my anguish — to have seen 

That face, I never more may see, 
And thou shalt he as thou hast been, 
« As though thou ne'er hadst look'd on me. 

While 1 — ^but hence with idle words. 

Which mock what they can ne'er impart ; 

Their art with woe but ill accords. 
But, oh^ 'tis written on my heart! 

What pang — what torture more severe 
Than that which marks my lonely lot ? 

To sigh for one, who cannot hear, 
To live — to love — ^and be forgot ! 

So, having hurl'd a random dart, 
The archer takes his onward way, 

Regardless of the stricken hart. 
That bleeds its lingering life away. 



A SISTER'S LOVE. 

When o'er my dark and wayward soul. 
The clouds of nameless Sorrow roll ; 
When Hope no more her wreath will twine. 
And Memory sits at Sorrow's shrine ; 
Nor aught to joy my soul can move, 
I muse upon a Sister's Love. 
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When tired with study's graver toil, 
I pant for sweet Affection's smile, 
And, sick with reckless hopes of fame, 
Would half forego the panting aim : 
I drop the book, — and thought will rove, 
To greet a Sister's priceless Love. 

When all the world seems cold and stem, 
And bids the bosom Vjainly yearn ; 
When woman's heart is lightly changed. 
And Friendship weeps o'er looks estranged ; 
I turn from all the pangs I prove. 
To hail a Sister's changeless Love. 

And oh ! at shadowy close of even, 
When quiet wings the soul to Heaven ; 
When the long toils of lingering day. 
And all its cares, are swept away ; 
Then — while my thoughts are ra|)t above — 
Then most I prize my Sister's Love. 



SONNET "TO ADA. 

The touching pathos of thy low sweet voice 

Fell on my heart, like dew on wither'd flowers. 

And brought such memory of departed hours 

As made me weep — yet in my tears rejoice. 

For one I loved — now lost to me for ever — 

Breathed even so the soul of melody. 

And — since that voice has perish'd — never, never. 

Till I heard thine, such sounds ha^t greeted me. 

Ev'n now thy tones, recall'd by ni^ht, and day, 

Linger in Memory's echo-haunte'd cell. 

Thrilling sweet agony : — nor k/ow I well 

Whether to chide them, or to bid them stay. 

At times I scarce can bear the pain'd regret 

Which they excite— then cry, O do not leave me yet ! 



# 
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ON COUNTRY CHURCHYARD EPITAPHS. 

'' Their name, their years, spelt by th* unlettered Muse, 
The place of Fame and Elegy supply : 
And many a holy text around she strews. 
That teach the rustic moralist to die." 

Gray's Elegy. 

It is an incident worthy of remark, that the love of 
Fame, which so powerfully actuates our hearts, and pre- 
dominates in our words and actions during life, does not 
even desert us, when the prospect of dissolution is so im- 
mediately before our eyes,, and we cannot deny that all 
our labours for the acquisition of worldly glory are at an 
end. Human nature is still desirous of attracting the 
attention and adiQiration of survivors, although she is 
conscious of her own impotency in witnessing it. We 
may, indeed, have heard many exclaiming against ex- 
pense and ostentation in the performance of their obse- 
quies; but we shall rarely meet with the man, who 
would willingly dispense with a plain stone to mark the 
resting-place of his ashes, or a short inscription to attest 
his existence. Few — ^very few, can brook the idea of a 
stranger treading upon the sod beneath which they re- 
pose, unless it is in their power to inform him of their 
names and their ages ;— unless they can remind him that 
they were once, as he is, living ; — that they have passed 
the barrier which he must pass— mortality. The ongih of 
this weakness, — this desire of posthumous fame, must he 
traced to the same principle wnich actuates us, and ex- 
cites all our bodily ana mental powers during life — 
which impels one to grasp the pike, and another the 
pen — which urges some to shine in divinity, and others in 
driving — some to study slang, and others to study son- 
neteermg : the very same which invites the Etoman to 
inscribe his name on the oaken panels of our venerable 
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^hool-room, and persuades the Churchwarden to adorn 
:lie newly-painted Commandments with his own import- 
uit initials. But I am rambling in a most strange man- 
ler from my subject ; — I will, therefore (missis nmba* 
^ibus), return to my original topic. 

The boast of heraldry and the pomp of phraseology, 
vehich so repeatedly and disgustingly obtrude themselves 
upon my view, in many of the sepulchral monuments <rf 
cities, are, in my opinion, calculated to inspire no fi^eling, 
save that of derision and contempt. But the uncouth, 
though not always unpleasing, Epitaphs, which we ge^ 
nefaily meet with in country churchyards, are by no 
means undeserving of our attention. They have a pecu- 
liarity of expression, which is strikingly opposite to the 
polished ana elaborately elegant phrases, which desig- 
nate the tombs of courtiers and citizens ; and althougn 
we cannot always, upon perusing their awkward rhymes 
and measures, repress our laughter, their simplicity often 
merits and often obtains the tribute of a sigh. 

Having Ibmetimes amused myself during my rambles, 
by compiling (more Peregrini) a sort of Scrap-book, in 
which I have inserted most of the Epitaphs remarkable 
for their uncouth phraseology, or their elegant simpli- 
rity, I will make a few extracts from it of both speaes. 
Take the following. Reader : — 



** He died of a quinsey, 
And was buried at Binsey. 



»» 



This I selected from a village churchyard in Notting- 
hamshire, during my last Easter Vacation, and added it 
to my collection, as an admirable instance of the ob- 
servance of that Horatian canon, " In medias res.'" 
Analyze it, Reader. How could the author have bettei^ 
shown his talent for brevity ? A more poetical composer 
of Epitaphs, if he had been desired to work up a tnbute 
of respect to the manes of poor John Doley, the above- 
mentioned victim of a quinsey, would have been seized 
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with a fit of inspiration — would have flown off in a tan- 
gent, and at length started a rhapsody, four times as 
pathetic, six times as flowery, and ten times as long, as 
the foregoing distich. He would have mentioned " Ely- 
sian fields,'" " applauding seraphs,*" " morbid destruc- 
tion,*" " fatal messengers,*" " sepulchral bands,*" and 
Heaven knows what besides ! But he would nevo*, 
when at the end of his flight, inform us what a reader 
would most probably wish to know ; the cause of poor 
John**s fate, and the spot of his interment. Rhyme 
could never have handled the sulnect in such a manner; 
— ^Reason goes straight to- work, and developes the 
whole catastrophe. And I question whether the shade 
of John Doley receives not full as much consolation, 
tram this plain, unsophisticated Epitaj^, as if his death 
were recounted at a greater length, together with all the 
aid of flowery diction and poetic hyperbole. I wiH se- 
lect another :— 

*' Gentle Reader, who standest by, my grave to vi^, 
I was on earth, much the same as you : 

And as I am, so you must be ; 
Therefore, I say, prepare to follow me." 

We shall have some difficulty in resolving such ^ metre 
as this, as I beheve we cannot meet with it in any of the 
British Poets. There are, you see, in the first line, 
twelve feet ; — in the second, nine ;— in the third, eight; 
— in the last, ten. A most unwarrantable Ucense of 
version! Let me see — I beheve I can do it by the 
Antispastus.* Yes — ^the first Hne corhes riffht. Now 
for the second. Pish ! I can make nothing of the second ! 
Is it dactyhc ? Is it tetrameter catalectic ? Is it — ^by 

* I must here mform such of my fair Readers who, belong not to the 
legion of the Blues, that the Antispastus is a figure containing 61 forms 
—that it is eminently useful in solving all difficulties in metre, and that h 
enables us to scan Prose itself. I would, however, by no means recom- 
mend it in English Poetry. 
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Jove ! I must give it up, and console myself with that 
most infaUible resource of all, — Poetic License. But 
observe, Reader, how civilly, and yet how forcibly, he 
admonishes you of your end. Mark, how he inrorms 
you that he has lived, as you do ; that he has died, as 
you will. In these four lines a string of moral precepts 
18 contained, which many ele^ac writers would have 
dilated into a long, uninteresting, unintellirible composi- 
tion, and digniiSed with the name of an Epitaph. Mark 
also the force of the words, " I say.^ They ^eak 
volumes — they banish every shade of doubt from our 
minds. Scepticism itself would do well to Usten to 
them. Take another extract: — 

** Here I, the son of John and Mary Brown, 
(Who lived until Death's scythe did cut I down) , 
Do lie. But when the trumpet last shall sound, 
Then shall I rise above the ground." 

Here again appears that amiable brevity, which desig- 
nates a Country Churchyard Epitaph. It is evident, 
that the author of it was not a httle proud of his family, 
and was determined that the passing traveller should 
know who he was. We can plainly perceive that he was 
in some measure infected with that mosf exuberant 
species of insanity, Genealo^cal Pride. Nor can we 
blame him. He tells us at (Mice his origin : — ^he spares 
us those efforts of patience and labour which we so 
often must exert, if we take upon ourselves to peruse the 
inscriptions beneath which the bones of many a more 
illustrious personage repose. How often do we, after 
having laboured to no purpose in discovering the various 
ancestors and various intermarriages which such an in- 
scription records, give up our task in disgust ! But the 
son of John and Mary Brown obtains a patient reading 
from all. Despise not his example, ye Epitaph- Writers. 
Let us, after a few more specimens of the quaint, pro- 
ceed to the other branch of our subject. 
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" Here lies a much-loved Son, for whom we cried; 
He only grieved his parents' when he died." 



'* To the memory of a faithful Wife, a friend sincere ; 
Who died at Kew, and with her Child lies sleepmg here.'* 



*< My Parents dear, shed not the tear. 
Although I am dead and buried ; 
Give up your sorrows and your fear. 
To happier shores I am ferried.' 



» 



*' Death smote me hard ; but, though in earth I lie, 
Some day he will be conquer'd, just as i." 



** To the memory "Of Father, Mother, and 1, 
Who all of us died in one year; 
Father lies at Salisbury — 
And Mother and I lies here/' 



** Her temper mild, her manners such : 
Her language good, but not too much.'* 

What a variety of sentiment and expression is breat 
in these lines! could Lon^nus, Scaliger, or Toup, 
again,, how many beauties would they not discove 
them — ^how many dissertations would they not e 
into, respecting them ? Their inequality of tneaf 
their freedom of system, their multitudinous combini 
of ideas, are equally entitled to the disquisitions 
labours of the most eminent Commentators. 

The more elegant Epitaphs which I have met i 
and which I truly admu*e for their sweetness and sn 
city, I will present to my readers without further 
servation. What comment is needed for such as 
following.? — ' 
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ON TWO INFANTS. 



** The storm that sweeps the wmtry sky. 
No more disturbs then* deep repose, 
The Summer Ev'ning's latest sigh 
That shuts the rose.*' 



^' Just to her lips the cup of life she pressed ; 
Found the taste bitter, and refused the rest ; 
She felt averse to life's returning day. 
And softly sigh*d her little soul away." 



(( 



Ere Sin could blight or Sorrow fade, 
Death came with friendly care ; 

The op*niug bud to Heav'n convey'd 
And bade it blossom there." 



*' How sweet a thing is Death, to all who know 
That all on Earth is vanity and woe ? 
Who, taught by sickness, long have ceased to dread 
Hie stroke that bears them to this peaceful bed ? 
Few are our days : yet while those days remain. 
Our Joy must yield to grief; our ease to paiq : 
Then tell me, weaiy Pilgrim, which is best. 
The toilsome journey, or the Trav'ller's rest I" 

ill conclude these extracts with a few beautiful 
^hich I picked up at an obscure village in the 
(rf England. They are inscribed by a husband to 
mory of a beloved wife. 

** A tender Plant, borne from the fost'ring gales 
That breathe on Avon's margin, droopf'd and <Ued. 
Vet Hme shall be, sweet Plant, a gale divine- 
Shall Thee restore. And Thou, in health and youth, 
By the pure streams of peace shall ever live. 
And flourish in the Paradise of Ood ! '^ 

latest wish will be, that whenever I am no more 
world, my remains may be deposited in a Country 
lyard, and that my eulogy may be entrusted to a 
poet. I care not whether my epitaph be short or 
Mrhether it be elegant or quaint, so that it be di- 



M 



286 THE ETONIAN. 

vested of those pompous ornaments of language, those 
gross effusions of adulation, which too often dii^acethe 
marble upon which they are engraved. Who can forget 
that our worldly glory must end with our life; — that the 
sculptor'*s art and the panegyrist'^s abilities are alike 
unable to preserve our ashes from annihilation, or our 
fame from oblivion ? 

J. H. 



SURLY HALL. 



** Mercy o' me, what a multitude are here! 
They grow still too, from all parts they are coming, 
As if we kept a fair here !'* — Shakspeare. 

The Sun hatb shed a mellower beam, 
Fair Thames, upon thy silver stream. 
And Air and Water, Earth and Heaven, ' 
Lie in' the calm repose of Even. 
How silently the breeze moves on, 
Flutters and whispers, and is gone ; 
How calmly does the quiet sky 
Sleep in its cold serenity ! 
Alas ! how sweet a scene were here 
For Shepherd or for Sonneteer ; 
How fit the place, how fit the time, 
For making love, or making rhyme ! 
But though the sun's descending ray 
Smiles warmly on the close of day, 
Tis not to gaze upon his light 
That Eton's sons are here to-night ; 
And though the river, calm and clear, 
Makes music to the poet's ear, 
'Tis not to listen to the sound 
That Eton's sons are thronging round. 
The sun unheeded may decline, 
Blue eyes send out a brighter shine ; 
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The wave may cease its gurgling moan, 
Glad voices have a sweeter tone ; 
For, in our Calendar of Bliss 
We have no hour so gay as this, 
When the kind hearts and brilliant eyes 
Of those we know, and love, and prize, 
Are come to cheer the Captive's thrall, 
And smile upon his festival. 

Stay, Pegasus, — and let me ask. 
Ere I go onward in my task. 
Pray, Reader, — were you ever here 
Just at this season of the year ? 
No? — then the end of next July 
Should bring you, with admiring eye. 
To hear us row, and see us row. 
And cry, — " How fast them boys does go," 
For Father Thames beholds to-night 
A thousand visions of delight ; 
Tearing,' and swearing, jeering, cheering, 
Lame steeds to right and lefl careering, 
Displays, dismays, disputes, distresses. 
Ruffling of temper, and of dresses ; 
Wounds on the heart, — and on the knuckles ; 
Losing of patience, — and of buckles. 
An interdict is laid on Latin, 
And scholars smirk in silk and satin ; 
And Dandies start their thinnest pumps,** 
And Michael Oakley 's in the dumps ; 
And there is nought beneath the sun 
But dash, and splash, and falls, and fun. 

Lord! what would be the Cynic's mirth, 
If Fate would lifl him to the earth. 
And set his tub, with magic jump, 
Squat down beside the Brocas clump ! 
What scoffs the sage would utter there. 
From his unpolish'd elbow chair. 
To see the sempstress' handywork. 
The Greek confounded with the Turk, 
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Parisian mix'd with Piedmontese, 1 ^^ 

And Persian join*d to Portuguese ; I A.^ 

And mantles short, and mantles long, \ ^ ^ 

And mantles right, and mantles wrong, 1 ^ 

Misshaped, miscolour'd, and misplaced, 1 ^ ' 

With what the tailor calla— a iaitt. I ^ 

And then thehadges, and the boats, I ^ 

The flags, the drums, the paint, the coats ; 1 ^ 

But more than these, and more than all, | \ 

The pullers* intermitted call, 

«* Easy ! "— " Hard all ! "— « Now pick her up !" 1 ^ 

" Upon my life, how I shall sup! ** ■ ^ 

Would be a fine and merry matter, 

To wake the sage's powers of satire. 

Kind Readers, at my laughing age, 

I thank my stars, I *m not a sage ; 

I, an unthinking, scribbling elf. 

Love to please others, — and myself; 

Therefore I fly, — a malo joco^ 

But like — desipere in loco. 

Excuse me, that I Wander so ; 

All modern pens digress, you know. 

Now to my theme ! Thou Being gay, 
Houri or goddess, nymph or fay, 
Whoe'er, whatever, where'er, thou art, 
Who, with thy warm and kindly heart, 
Hast made these blest abodes diy care ; 
Being of water, earth, or air. 
Beneath the moonbeam hasten hither, 
Enjoy thy blessings ere they wither, 
And witness, with thy gladdest face. 
The glories of thy dwelling-place ! 

The boats put off; — throughout the crowd 
The tumult thickens: wide and loud 
The din re-echoes ; man and horse 
Plunge onward in.their mingled course. 
Look at the troop : I love to see 
Our real Etonian cavalry ; ' 
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They start in such a pretty trim, 

And such sweet scorn of life and limb. 

I must confess I never found 

A horse much worse for being sound ; 

I wish my nag not wholly blind,^ 

And like to have a tail behind ; 

And though he certainly may hear 

Correctly with a single ear, 

I think, to look genteel and neat, ^ 

He ought to have his two complete. 

But these are trifles ! off they go 

Beside the wondering river' 9 flow ; 

And if, by dint of spur and whip, 

They shamble on, without a trip, 

Well have they done ! I make no question 

They 're shaken into good digestion. 

I and my Muse, — my Muse and I, 
Will follow with the company. 
And get to Surly Hall in time 
To make a supper, and a rhyme. 
Yes ! while the animating crowd,* 
The gay, and fair, and kind, and proud, 
With eager voice and eager glance 
Wait till the pageantry advance. 
We '11 throw around a hasty view. 
And try to get a sketch or two. 

First in the race is William Tag, 
Thalia's most industrious fag; 
Whate'er the subject he' essays, 
To dress in never-dying'lays, 
A chief, a cheese, a dearth, a dinner, 
A cot, a castle, cards, Corinna ; 
Hibernia, Baffin's Bay, Parnassus, 
Beef, Bonaparte, Beer, Bonassus— 
Will hath his order'd words and rhymes. 
For various scenes and various times ; 
Which suit alike for this or that, . 
And come, like volunteers, quite pat. 

^OL. III. o 
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He hath his Elegj, or SonneC, 

For Lac]r's bier, or Lucy's bonnet; 

And celebrates, with equal ardour, 

A Monardi's sceptre, or his larder. 

Poor WiUiam ! when he wants a faint. 

All other poets are his mint ; 

He coins his epic or his lyric. 

His satire, or his pan^yric. 

From all die graTity and wit 

Of what the ancients liioiiglit and writ. 

Arm'd frith his Oyid and his Flaccns, 

He comes like thonder to attack ns ; 

In pilfer*d mafl he bursts to view 

The cleverest thief I ever knew. 

Thou noble Bard ! at any time 

Borrow my measure and my rhyme ; 

Borrow (111 cancel all the debt). 

An epigram, or epithet ; 

Borrow my mountains, or my trees. 

My paintings, or my similes ; 

Nay, borrow aD my pretty names. 

My real or my fimcied fliunes ; 

Eliza, Alice, Leonora, 

Mary, Melissa, and Medora ; 

And borrow all my ''mutual vows," 

My " ruby lips," and " cruel brows'; " 

And all my stupors, and my startings. 

And all my meetings, and my partings ; 

Thus &f , my firiend, you 11 Gad me willing ; 

Borrow all things save one — a shilling ! 

• 

Drunken, and loud, and road, and rash, 
Joe Tarrell wields his ceaseless lash ; 
The would-be sportsman ; o'er the sides * 
Of the lank charger he bestrides. 
The foam lies painfully ; and blood 
Is trickling in a ruddier flood. 
Beneath the fury of the steel 
Projecting ffom his armed heel. 
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E'en from his childhood's earliest bloom, 

All studies that become a groom, 

Eton's. «/)c« gregis, honest Joe, 

Or knows, or would be thought to know ;• 

He picks a hunter's hoof quite finely. 

And spells a horse's teetli divinely. 

Prime terror of molesting duns, 

Sole judge of greyhounds and of guns, 

A skilful whip, a steady shot, 

Joe swears he is ! — who says he 's not ? 

And then he has such knowing faces 

For all the week of Ascot races, , 

And talks with such a mystic speech, 

Untangible to vulgar reach. 

Of Sultan, Highflyer, and Ranter, 

Potatoes, Quiz, and Tam O'Shanter ; 

Bay colts, and brown colts, sir^es and dams, 

Bribings and bullyings, bets and bams ; 

And how the favourite should have won. 

And how the little Earl was done ; 

And how the filly fail'd in strength, 

And how some faces grew in length ; 

And how some people, — if they *d show. 

Know something more than others know. 

Such is his talk ; and while we wonder 

At that interminable thunder. 

The undiscriminating snarler 

Astounds the ladies in the parlour, 

And broaches, at his mother's table. 

The slang of kennel and of stable. 

And when he 's drunk, he roars before ye 

One excellent, unfailing story. 

About a gun, Lord knows how long. 

With a discharge, Lord knows how strong; 

Which always needs an oath and frovm 

To make the monstrous dose go down* 

Oh ! oil and oft the Muses pray 

That wondrous tube may burst one day. 

And then the world will ascertain 

Whether its Master hath a brain. 

o2 
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Then, on the stone that hides his sleep* 
These accents shall be graven deep ; 
Or, " Upton" and " C. B." ♦ between, 
Shine in the " Sporting Magazine ; '' 
** Civil to none, except his brutes ; 
Polish'd in nought, except his boots; 
Here lie the relics of Joe Tarrell ; 
Also — Joe TarrelVs double-barrel ! " 

Ho ! — by the mutter'd sounds that sl^» 
Unwilling, from his curling lip ; 
By the grey glimmer of his eye, 
That shines so unrelentingly ; 
By the stern sneer upon his snout, 
I know the Critic, Andrew Crout ! 
The Boy-reviler ! amply filFd 
With venom'd virulence, and skill'd 
To look on what is good and fair, 
And find, or make, a blemish there. 
For Fortune to his cradle sent 
Self-satisfying Discontent ; 
And he hath caught, from cold Reviews> 
The one great talent, to abuse ; 
And so he sallies sternly forth,. 
Like the cold Genius of the North, 
To check the heart's exuberant fullness, 
And chill good-humour into dullness. - 
Where'er he comes, his fellows shrink 
Before his awful nod and wink ; 
And whensoe'er these features plastic 
Assume the savage or sarcastic. 
Mirth stands abash'.d, and Laughter flies. 
And Humour faints, and Quibble dies. 
How sour he seems ! and« hark I he spoke ; 
We '11 stop and listen to the croak ; 
'Twill charm us, if these happy lays 
Are honour'd by a fool's dispraise!-*- 

* Two constant supporters of that instructire Mii^ellaBy. 
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** You think the boats well-manned this year ! 

To you they may perhaps appear !-^ 

1, who haye seen those frames of sted, 

Tuckfield, and Dixon, and Bulteel, 

Can swear ! — no matter what I swear ! 

Only — things are not as they were ! 

And then our Cricket!— ^think of that ! 

We ha n*t a tolerable Bat ; 

It 's very true that Mr. Tucker, 

Who puts the Field in such a pucker, 

Contrives to make his fifty Runs ; — 

What then ? — we had a Hardinge once ! 

As for our talents, where are they? 

Griffin and Grildrig had their day ; 

And who 's the Star of modern time ? 

— Octosyllabic Peregrine ; 

Who pirates, puns, and talks sedition, 

Without a moment's intermission ! 

And if he did not get a lift. 

Sometimes, from me, and Doctor iSwift* 

I can't tell what the deuce he'd do! — 

But this, you know, is entre nous! 

I 've tried to talk him into taste, - 

But found my labour quite misplaced ; 

He nibs his pen, and twists his ear. 

And says he*s deaf, and cannot hear ; 

And if I mention right or rule, — 

Egad, he takes me for a fool !'* 

Who is the youth, with stare confounded, 
And tender arms so neatly rounded ; 
And moveless eyes, and glowing face. 
And attitude of studied grace ? 
Now Venus, pour your lustre o'er us ! 
Your would-be Servant stands before us. 
Hail, Cory don ! let others blame 
The fury of his tiction'd flame ; 
I love to hear the beardless youth 
Talking of constancy and truth ; 
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Swearing more darts are in his Vver 
Than ever gleamed in Cupid's quiver ; 
And wondering at those hearts of stone. 
Which never melted like his own. 
Oh ! when I look on Fashion's Moth, 
Wrapped in his visions, and his cloth, 
I would not, for a Nation's Gold, 
Disturh the dream> or spoil the fold ! 

Gazing upon this varied sceae 
With a neiy Artist's ahsent mien, 
I see thee, silent and alone. 
My Friend, ingenious Hamilton. 
1 see thee there — (nay, do not blush,) 
Knight of the Pallet and the Brush, 
Dreaming of straight and crooked lines. 
And planning Portraits, and Designs. 
I like him hugely l—^well I wis 
No despicable skill is his. 
Whether his sportive canvass shows 
Arabia's sands, or 2^mbla's snows, 
A lion, or a bed of lilies, 
Fair Caroline, or fierce AduUes ; 
I love to see him taking down 
A Schoolfellow's unconscious frown. 
Describing twist, grimace, contortion. 
In most becoming disproportion, 
While o'er his merry paper glide 
Rivers of wit ; and by his side 
Caricatura takes, her stand, 
Inspires the thought, and guides the hand ; 
I love to see his honour'd books 
Adorn'd with rivulets and brooks ; 
Troy frowning with her ancient towers, 
Or Ida gay with fruits and flowers ; 
I love to see fantastic shapes, 
Dragons and Griffins, Birds and Apes, 
And Pigmy Forms, and Forms Gigantic, 
Forms Natural, and Forms Ronaantic, 
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Of Dwarfs and Ogres, Dames and Knights, 

ScraWl'd by the side of Homer's fights, 

And Portraits daub*d on Maro's Poems, 

And Profiles pinn'd to Tally's Proems ; 

In short, I view with partial eyes 

Whate'er my Brother-Painter tries. 

To each belongs his own utensil ; 

I sketch with pen, as he with pencil ; 

And each, with pencil or with pen, 

Hits off a likeness now and then. ' 

He drew me once — the spiteful creature ! 

Twas voted ** like," in every feature ; 

It might have been so ! — ('t was lopsided, 

And squinted worse than ever I did.) 

However, from that hapless day, 

I owed the debt, which here I pay ; 

And now I *ll ^ive my friend a hint ; — 

" Unless you want to shine in print, 

Paint Lords and Ladies, Nymphs and Fairies, 

And Demi-gods, and Dromedaries ; 

But never be an Author's Creditor, 

Nor paint a Picture of an Editor ! " 

And who the maid, whose gilded chain 
Hath bound the heart of such a swain ? 
Oh ! look on those surrounding Graces ! 
There is no lack of pretty Faces ; 
M — ^1, the Goddess of the night, 
Looks beautiful with all her might ; 

And M , in that simple dress. 

Enthralls us more, by studying less ; 

D , in your becoming pride. 

Ye march to conquest, side by side, 

And A , thou fleetest by. 

Bright in thine arch simplicity ; 

Slight are the links thy power hath wreathed. 

Yet, by the tone thy voice hath breathed — 

By thy glad smile, and ringlets curFd, 

1 would not break them for the world ! 



} 
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But this 18 idle ! Paying court I ^ 

I know was never yet mj Forte; \ ^ 

And all I say of Nymph and Queefi, 
To cut it short, can only mean 
That when I throw my gaze around, 
I sce^much Beauty on the ground. 

Hark ! hark ! a mellow'd note ^ 

Over the water seem'd to float ! 

Hark ! the note repeated ! 
A sweet, and soft, and soothing strain, i 

Echoed, and died, and rose again. 
As if the Nymphs of Fjairy reign 
Were holding to-night their revel rout. 
And pouring their fragrant voices out, 

On the blue water seated. 
Hark to the tremulous tones that flow, 
And the voice of the boatmen, as they row ! 
Cheerfully to the heart they go. 

And touch a thousand pleasant strings, 
Of triumph, and pride, and hope, and joy, 
And thoughts that are only known to boy. 

And young imaginings ! 
The note is near, the voice comes clear, 
And we catch its echo on the ear, 

With a feeling of delight ; 
And as the gladdening sounds we hear, - 
There 's many an eager listener here. 

And many a straining sight. 

One moment, — and ye see 
Where, fluttering quick, as the breezes blow, 
Backwards, and forwards, to and fro ; 
Bright with the beam of retiring day. 
Old Eton's flag, on its watery way, 

Moves on triumphantly! 
But what, that ancient poets have told, 
Of Amphrtrite's Car of Gold, 



^ 
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With the Nymphs behind, and the Nymphs before, 
And the Nereid's song, and the Triton's roar, 

Could equal half the pride. 
That heralds the Monarch's plashing oar 

Over the swelling tide ? 
And look ! — they land, those gallant crews, 
With their jackets light, and their bellying trews ; 
And Ashley walks, applauded, by. 
With a world's talent in his eye; 
And Kinglake, dear to poetry, 

And dearer to his friends ; 
Hibernian Roberts, you are there, 
With that unthinking, merry stare. 

Which still its influence lends, 
To make us drown our Devils blue. 
In laughing at ourselves, — ^and you ! 
Still 1 could lengthen out the tale. 
And sing Sir Thomas with his ale. 

To all that like to read ; 
Still I could choose to linger long. 
Where Friendship bids the willing song 

Flow out for honest Meade ! 

Yet e'en on this triumphant day 

One thought of grief will rise ; 
And though I bid my Fancy play. 
And jest, and laugh through all the lay, 
Yet Sadness still will have her way. 

And burst the vain disguise ! 
Yes! when the Pageant shall have pass'd, 
I shall have look'd upon my last; 
I shall not e'er behold again 
Our pullers' unremitted strain ; 
Not listen to the charming cry 
Of contest or of victory, 
That speaks what those young bosoms feel, 
As kpel is pressing fast oii keel ; 
Oh! bright these glories still shall be,' 
But they sliall never dawn for me I 

o 5 
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E'en when a Realm's Congratuktion 
Sang Paeans for the Coronation ; 
Amidst the pleasure that was round me, 
A melancholy Spirit found me ; 
And while all else were singing '* lo ! " 
I couldn't speak a word but ** Heigh-ho ! " 
And S0| instead of laughing gaily, 
I dropp'd a tear, — and wrote 

MY VALE. 

Etoit, the Monarch of thy prayers. 
E'en now receives his load of cares, 
Throned in the consecrated choir, 
He takes the sceptre of his Sire ; 
And wears the crown his Father bore, 
Aild swears the oath his Father swore ; 
And therefore sounds of. joy resound, 
Fair Eton,, on thy classic ground. 
A gladder gale is round thee breathed^ 
And on thy mansions thou hast wreathed 
A thousand lamps, whose various hue 
Waits but the night to burst to view. 
Woe to the Poets that refuse 
To wake and woo their idle Muse, 
When those glad notes, " God save the King," 
From hill, ai^ vale, and hamlet ring ! 
Hark how die loved in9piring tune 
Peals forth from every loyal loon, 
Who loves his, country, and excels 
In drinking beer, or ringing bells I 
It is a day of shouts and greeting, 
A day of idleness and eating ; 
And triumph swells in every soul. 
And mighty beeves are roasted whole ; 
And Ale, unbought, is set a-nmning, 
And Pleasure's Hymn grows rather stunping ; 
And children rdll upon the green, 
And cry ** Confusion to the Queen ! " 



■ 
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And Sorrow flies, and Labour slumbers, 
And Clio pours her loudest nunibcrs ; |^ 

And hundreds of that joyous throng. 
With whom my life hath lingered long, 
Give their gay raptures to the gale,- 
In one united echoing ^* Hail I '* 

I took the Harp, I smote the string, 
I strove to soar on Fancy's wing ; 
And murmur in my Sovereign's praise 
The latest of my boyhood's lays. 
Alas ! the theme was too divine 
To suit so weak a Muse as mine; 
I saw, I felt it could not be ; 
No song of triumph flows from me ; 
The harp, from which those sounds ye ask. 
Is all unfit for such a task ; 
And the last echo of its tone. 
Dear Eton, must be thine alone ! 

A few short.hours, and I am borne 
Far from the fetters I hive worn ; 
A few short hours, and I am free ! — 
And yet I shrink from liberty. 
And look, and long to give my soul 
Back to thy cherishing control. 
Control ! ah ! no ! thy chain was meant 
Far less for bond than ornament ; 
And though its links be firmly set, 
I never found them gall me yet. 
Oh ! still, through many chequer'd years, 
*Mid anxious toils, and hopes, and fears. 
Still I have doted on thy fame. 
And only gloried' in thy name. 
How I have loved thee ! Thou hast been 
My Hope, my Mistress, and my Queen ; 
I always found thee kind, and thou 
Hast never seen me weep — till now. 
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I knew that Time was fleeting fast, 
I knew thy pleasures eould not last ; 
I knew too well that riper age 
Must step upon a busier stage ; 
Yet when around thine ancient towers 
I pass'd secure my tranquil hours, 
Or heard beneath thine aged trees 
The drowsy humming of the bees, 
Or wander'd by thy winding stream, 
i would not check my fancy's dream ; 
Glad in my transitory bliss, 
I reck'd not of an hour like this ; 
And now the truth comes swiftly on« 
The truth I would not think upon ; 
The last sad thought, so oft delay'd, 
'•' These joys are only born to &d6." 

Ye Guardians of my earliest days. 
Ye Patrons of my earliest lays. 
Custom reminds me, that to you 
Thanks and Farewell to-day are due. 
Thanks and farewell I give you, — not 
(As some that leave this holy spot), 
In laboured phrase, and polish'd lie, 
Wrought by the forge of flattery. 
But with a heart, that cannot lell 
The half of what it feels so well. 
If I am backward to express, 
Believe my love is not the less ; 
Be kind as you are wont, and view 
A thousand thanks in one " Adieu ! *' ' 
My future life shall strive to -show 
I wish to pay the debt 1 owe; 
The labours that ye give to May 
September's fruits shall best repay. 

And you, my friends, who loved to sliare 
Whatever was mine, of sport or care; 
AiHi^onists at Fives .or Chess, - 
Friends in the Play-ground or th^ Press, 
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I leave ye now ; and all that rests 
Of mutual tastes, and loving breasts,- 
Is the lone vision, that shall come, 
WKere*er my studies and my home. 
To cheer my labour and my pain. 
And make me feel a boy again. 

Yes! when at last I sit me down» 
A scholar, in my cap and gown ; 
When learned doctrines, dark and deep, 
Move me to passion or to sleep. 
When Clio yields to Logic's wrangles, 
And Long and Short give place to Angles, ' 
When stern Mathesis makes it treason 
To like a Rhyme, or scorn a Reason, 
With aching head, and weary wit, " ^ 

Your parted friend shall often sit, 
Till Fancy's magic spell hiath bound him, 
And lonely musings flit around him; 
Then shall ye come, with all your wiles. 
Of gladdening sounds, and warming smiles ; 
And nought shall meet his eye or ear, 
Yet shall he deem your somIs are near. 

Others may clothe their Valediction 
With all the tinsel charms of fiction; 
And one may sing of T'ather Thames,' 
And Naiads, with a hundred names ; 
And 6nd a Pindus here, and own 
The College pump a Helicon ; 
And search for Gods about the College, 
Of which old Homer had no knowledge. 
And one may eloquently tell 
The triumphs of the Windsor belie, 
And sing of Mira's lips and eyes. 
In ofl-repeated ecstasies ; 
Oh! he hath much and wondrous skill. 
To paint the looks that wound and kill, 
As the poor maid is doom'd to brook, 
Unconsciously, her lover's look, 
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And smiles, and talks, until the Poet 

Hears the band play, and does not know it. 

To speak the plain and simple truth, 

I always was a jesting youth ; 

A friend to merriment and fun, 

No foe to quibble and to pun ; 

Therefore I cannot feign a tear ; 

And, now that I have uttered here 

A few unrounded accents, bred 

More from the heart than from the head, 

Honestly felt, and plainly told, 

My lyre is still, my fancy cold. 



RHAPSODIES. 

" Some like the verse that like *s flows." 

* * • ' * * • 

** Which read, and r^, we roll our eyes in doubt, 
And gravely wonder what it is about." — 

Baviad. 

I. 

I AM a ffreat admirer of flowers. 

In my childish days my predilection for these little 
toys of Nature amounted to an absolute passion. They 
seemed to me vested with a mysterious and unearthly 
beauty, " the glory and freshness of a dream.*" But 
those days are gone; boyhood is past, and the enchanted 

• These words, which, in the first edition, were quoted as a fragment 
of Anacreon, form part of a Greek version of a well-known" nursery song, 
by a gentleman of distinguished classical attainments in the University of 
Cambridge. As this circumstance has been misunderstood, or misrepre- 
sented, so as to fix a charge of intentional plagiarism on the writer of 
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atmosphere which boyhood carries about with it, and 

through which it beholds all things arrayed in colours 
not their own, is vanished likewise. 



(I 



Nothing can bring back the hour 



Of splendor in the grass, or gloiy in the flower." 

They are now mere terrestrial objects — and yet how 
passing beautiful ! — Since my flower-loving days, a pe- 
riod of many years has elapsed, during which I nave had 
few opportunities, of access to my early favourites ; it is 
only within the last month or two that I have resumed 
my acquaintance with them, and they now wear the 
charm of novelty combined with that of early fecoUec- 
tions. I love them all, from the piony to the hpartV 
ease — from the sublime hollyhock to the unpretending 
laburnum. 

It was but the other day, that, tired out with doubts 
and dochmiacs, I immersed'myself in my friend -^ '*s 

?Lrden. What a delightful renewal of old acquaintance ! 
here was the glowuig marigold, breathing forth its 
rich oriental fragrance; the ^etty rustic honeysuckle, 
fitly named ; the laburnum, with its profusion of minute 
sweetnesses ; the royal sunflower, in its amphtude of 



the article, he has thought it worth while to make the aboFe statement. 
He has also obtained permission to publish the whole of the translation. 

no7 0^, yr^tlitw, &\oitviisrl 

^S var^p fioixpo<rxt\^s 

Ei^ dco^f ovx tufft&kT 
Barfpov cxiKwg Kafitiv 9t¥, 
Tby Mtf'ijSffVTOtToy yipcrrcit 

•p/irri xhi/xixon Airtu 
Et 8), NaTOMTfo-ftiy, Ktreua-t 

BiOxKvnSv ou xii9*rcitf 
Betripov axsKwff \oi$oS* uv^ 
'P/Vt' If avrlv oiJ^avo», « 
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charms, resembling that noble ereature of Nature's 

handywork, Mrs. ; the genial wall-flower, re- 

mindii^ me of my cordial cousin, Fanny H ; the 

virgin my, towering in stately meekness, like my dear 

kinswoman, M. F ', the most matronly of maidens, 

and the most maidenly of matrons ; and the gallantly- 
attired sweet-pea, and the spruce sweet-william; and 
the rose, the queen of them all, in her many forms, 
all beautiful ; the red rose, and the Austrian rose, with 
its luxurious purple leaves ; and the white rose, as Cow- 
per describes it, throwing up into the gloom of the 
neighbouring yew or cypress 

*' Its silver globes, light as the foamy surf ^ 
Which the wind seyers from the broken wave." 

Even the yellow Dutch rose pleases me ibr its name^s 
sake. There is something really superior in the pl^usure 
you derive from a rose. One feasts one's eyes on the 
colour of a tulip, with the same sensations one ex- 
periences in rea<Lg Darwin's Pi)em8-plea8ed with the 
gaudy hues, and nothing more ; and the fragrance of 
the jonquil is, after all, out a mechacnical sort of enjoy^ 
ment ; but there is something of sentiment in a rose. 
It is beautiful, too, at all stages of its existence — whe- 
ther in the bud, or full-blown, or newly opening — ^like. 
Caroline Mowbray, already exquisitely lair, yet ^ving 
promise of a rich arrear of beauties, nid one withm the 

other, fold behind fold. But I am losing myself. 

I have compared sundry flowers to sundry women— 
and, indeed, there appears to be an analogy between 
women and flower kina, — ^both b^utifiil, and delicate, 
and weak — ^gay in attire, and requiring assiduous care and 
fostering. Surely flowers are the womankind o£ inani- 
mate nature. Man may take the trees and shrubs for 
his emblems ; — the venerable elm may signify wisdom ; 
and the pine, warring with the. storm, be tne type of 
courage — 
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** The manly oak, the pensive yew, 
To warrior and to sage be due ;" 

but flowers — dear flowers ! they were made for woman. 

My cousin Catherine — alas, my Cousin! — she is gone; 
but none who have seen her can forget her; — so en- 
chantingly graceful in her person and manners, and yet 
so digmfied ; she was like one of the Graces enthroned. 
My cousin Catherine, I remember, was passionately fond 
of flowers, and she had an eloquent tongue to praise 
them withal. I cannot conclude better than with an 
extract from a letter of hers to myself. She had just 
before been employing a metaphor drawn from her 
favourites. 

w w i^ ^ 

[The remainder of this Rhapsody, together with the 
, whole of the fifteen which were to follow, is lost.] 

Florus. 



TO THE EDITOR. 

DEAE PEEEGRINE, 

I SEND you a critique on the worthy C. H. Townsend^s 
Poems. I am perfectly ashamed of it, for it was written 
currente caJamo; and I shall be obliged to you to make 
this acknowledgment public, for without such a confes- 
sion I could not bring myself to appear before your 
Readers. If, however, it will serve to fill up the inter- 
stices of your Work, you are welcome to it. Should 
your Readers find it dry, I recommend them, by way 
of refreshment, to resort to the Poems themselves,^ 
which they ought lo read in the evening, over a well- 
tempere^ bowl of congenial tea. 

M. S. 
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ON THE POEMS OF C. H. TOWNSEND. - 

There are some who deny the name of Poet to any 
writer whose genius is not of the highest order. We 
confess we see no reason for this penury of honour. Tlie 
repul)lic of Poetry is not Uke the ancient democracies, m 
which a small part only of the population were citizens, 
and the rest slaves. Whosoever has a spark of mb- 
strel-fire within him — whosoever ha^ beheld, although 
as it were through a mist, the 

" forma that glitter in the Muse's ray 



With orient hues, unborrow'd of the sun — " 

whoever looks on the beauties of Nature, the sublimities 
of truth, and the graces and sweetnesses of domestic 
life, with the eye of a Poet — and has given tangible and 
legible proofs of such faculty, is, we conceive, entitled 
by courtesy, if not by right, to that envied appellation. 
The truth is, that there is a great deal more Poetry in 
the world than most people imagine. Nature, hberal in 
this as in other respects, seems to have sown the seed 
wherever there is a soil prepared to receive it. The cir- 
cumstances of the present age are favourable to the de- 
velopement of this species of talent ; and accordingly we 
find, that, while those who would have been great Poets 
at any period, have attained a height of excellence, of 
which, m another situation, they would themselves have 
had no conception; many of smaller note, whose facul- 
ties, under the influence of a more ungenial season, would 
probably have remained torpid, are now coming forth, 
beneath the cheering beams of the new-risen Sun of 
Poetry, to disport themselves in flight, and show their 
gay plumes to the sunshine, and chaunt to the Ustening 
air their songs of various meaaure.-^But we must have 
done with metaphor. 

The elegant volume before us is the work of a quon- 
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dajn Etonian, and therefore entitled to honourable re- 
membrance in our Journal. The Author has placed at 
the threshold of his Collection a poem on the subject of 
"Jerusalem,*" which gained the Chancellor'*s prize at 
Cambridge; and the work concludes with an unsuccess- 
ful attempt of the same description, entitled " Water- 
loo;'' neither of them worthy of association with the rest 
d the volume. He seems to have placed them in these 
atuations for the purpose of warning off from his work 
those two classes of readers, who, before they enter upon 
the perusal of a book, are in the habit of exploring its 
merits, by opening at the be^nning or at the end. He 
has fenced in his httle ^urden with a high and heavy 
hrick wall on either side, to exclude frivolous visitors. 
We ought in justice, however, to observe, that " Water- 
bo" is decidedly superior to " Jerusalem.*" The latter, 
indeed, labours under peculiar disadvantage, on account 
of its subject reminding the reader of Heber^s Palestine, 
the most beautiful artmcial flower that ever appeared in 
the shape of a prize poem. . 

The Dody of the work is composed of miscellaneous 
Poems— Songs and Lyrical Pieces —Devotional Poems — 
and Sonnets. Of these, we consider the first-mentioned 
class as altogether the best. It consists of short pieces, 
principally sentimental, but sometimes descriptive. In his 
delmeations of scenery, our Author frequently follows 
Warton as a model; and it is no exaggeration to say, 
that in the particular style of painting which he adopts, 
and in the management of the Wartonian octosyllabic 
couplet (a modification of that of the Penseroso), he is 
sometimes httle inferior to his master. We allude 
chiefly to the Ode on the First of December, froni which 
we extract the following lines: — 

Mute is every tuneful strain, 
That warbled from the woodland train. 
No more, on dewy pinions borne, 
The larlt gives monx>w to the mom ; 

/ 
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No more, its fitfiil shadow seen, 
Skimming the smishme of the green, 
The vanished swallow, twittering, leaves 
Its nest of clay heneath the eaves. 
No more resound from bush to bush 
Tlie gay notes of the uprightly thrush. 
In other climes, the nightingale 
Tells to the moon his tender tale : 
Of all the tribes, whose music sweet , 
Loved answering Echo to repeat. 
Hie robin only to the dell 
Yet felters forth his weak farewell. 

Lingers the long and dreary night ; 
Scarce the dim and dubious lig^t 
Peeps through the severing mists that chill. 
Coldly blue, yon eastern hill. 
Yet the wan moon, amid the west^ 
On twili^t's bosom loves to rest ; 
Yet from each tree her pale beams throw 
A branching shadow o'er the snow : 
Yet, here and there, a feeble- star 
Gleams, scarcely glimmering, from B,tar ; 
Or, struggling through the vapour's damp. 
Twinkles the cotter's early lamp. 

Cheerless is the gloomy day^ 
Scarce a single, sickly, ray 
Can pierce aslant the watery clouds. 
Where the sad sim his radiance shrouds. 
Slow, as their heavy volume moves. 
O'er the hill-side the dim light roves; 
With a pale gleam of radiance falls 
On the white villa's distant walls ; 
And,, glancing on the fair cascade. 
Where, as it moans along the glade, 
"the transitory gale no more 
Can catch the sullen, deep'ning roar. 
Back reflects upon the sight 
Prismatic hues of frozen light. 

^ On the river's margin troop 

The thirsty herds in gather'd group ; 
And eye, with drooping aspect, there 
The wave, they see, but cannot share. 
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Hark ! the rude hind, with sturdy blow, 
Gives the imprison'd streams to flow ! 
Loud rings round, from rock to rock. 
In long repeat, the crackling shock ; 
O'er the wide forest echoes still, 
' And dies to silence on the hill. 

The Ode to Memory is in parts poetical ; of the other 
Odes (so called) we will say nothing. The Weaver's 
Boy is a painfully interesting tale, but not ^apted for 
poetry. 

It IS in the representation of delicate and tender feel- 
ings, operating on an amiable and sensitive mind, that 
our Author particularly excels. There is a chaste re- 
finement spread around all his delineations, which con- 
stitutes their characteristic charm. SoUtude — the gentle 
Muence of Nature — the deUghts of Friendship — the 
frfeasures and pains of deUcate Love — Retrospection of 
the past — and Moral Reflection, are his favourite topics. 
His faculty indeed is a confined one; he cannot search 
out the full sweetness of natural objects; or penetrate 
far into the recesses of the human mind: but what he 
feels he describes naturally and affectingly. A strong 
tin^ <rf melancholy pervacies most of his writings, on 
which we may hereafter make some observations : there 
is more, however, of sorrow i» them than repining; and 
frequent gleams of religious thought are visible. On the 
whole, with the exception of a few indifferent pieces, we 
have seldom met with d more agreeable Uttle volume of 
Poetry. We shall quote a few of the* pieces which 
pleased us best. 



TO A FRIEND, 



The world does not know «Qe : to that I appear. 
As rapture, or grief wakes the smile, or the tear. 
Now light — now re^ectiver-now mournful — ^now gay, 
Like the gleams and the clouds of a wild April day. 
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The wise oft wUl frown, the contemptaoua wDl mile. 
The good oft reprove, yet look kindly the whik ; 
Indifferent to those, I am thankfdl to them. 
But ev'n they do not know what it i^ they condemn. 

For it is not the faults, which the multitude see, 
That are wept o'er in secret so wildly by me. 
These scarcely a thought from my sorrows can win ; 
Oh, would they were all ! — but the worst is within. 

Thou only dost know me ; to thee is rereal'd 
The spring of my thoughts, from all others conceal'd : 
Hi' enigma is solved, as thou readest my soul, 
They view but a part, thou beholdest the whole. 

Thou know'st me, above, yet below what I seem, 
Both better and worse than the multitude deem'; 
From my wild wayward heart thou has lift^ the pall, 
From its faults, and its failings ; yet lov'st me with all I 



THE LONELY HEART. 

There is a joy in loneliness, 

Wliich lonely minds alone can know, 
Such as to none can e'er expresa[ 

The secrets of their joy or woe, , 

■ 

Souls, wild, and various as the lyre 
That ne'er to mortal touch will yield. 

Mysterious as the tomb's deep fire, . 
Never to mortad eye reveal'd : 

Who feel withm them deathless powers. 
That pant and struggle to be free ; 

That would outstrip Time's lazy hours. 
And launch upon Eternity. 

Ah, little deems the blind dull crowd. 
When gazing on a tranqtdl brow. 

What thoughts and feelings unavow'd. 
What fiery passions lurk below ! 
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That, while tlie tongue performs its part, 

And custom's trivial phrase will say, 
On Fancy's wings the truant heart 

Fleets to some region far away ; 

Feeds sweetly on some chosen theme. 

Holds converge with the dearly-loyed. 
Weaves the light tissue of a dream, 

Or wanders, where we once have roved. 

All Is not as it seems : that «ye. 
Though bright, may oft be quen^h'd in tears. 

And oft that bosom heave the sigh. 
Unheeding as it now appears. 

Then, oh, the rapture, none can tame. 

To think the soul at least is free. 
And view who may the outward frame. 

No eye, save One, the heart can see ! 



AMID THE WEST, THE LIGHT DECAYING. 

Amid the west, the light decaying,- 
Like joy, looks loveliest ere it dies, 

On ocean's breast, the smaU waves playing. 
Catch the last lustre, as they rise. 

Scarce the blue curling tide displaces 

One pebble in its gentle ebb ; 
Scarce on the smooth sand leaves its traces, 

In mieshes, fine as fairy's web. 

From many a stone the sea-weed streamhig, 
Now floats — now falls — ^the waves between. 

Its yellow berries brighter seemmg 
Amid the wreaths of dusky green. 

This is the hour the loved are dearest. 
This is the hour the sever'd meet ; 

The dead — ^the distant, now are nearest. 
And joy is soft, and sorrow sweet. 
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We would wilfin^y quote the fines entitled '^ Child- 
hood,'" p. 196 ; but our fimits ooostnni us to be brief, 
and we shaU therefore conclude our extracts tnm this 
part of the book with what we consider the most power- 
fuUy-written piece in the whole collection. We think 
our Readers ¥^11 agree with us in calling it exquisite :— 

ASASTASIL'5 TO BIS CHILD, ALEXIS, SLEEPING. 

Sleep, oh, sleep, my dearest one. 

While I watch thy placid dnmhers. 
And pour, in low and pensve tone. 

To hin thee, wfld and plamtive numbers. 
If my tears thy {hUows steep. 
S leep t hon canst not see me we^ ! 

Thy cheek is pillow'd on mme arm. 

As if secore that thee it shidded. 
And there a flush more deeply warm 

The pressure to its tint ha^ yidded : 
Thy hand, which mine did lately daiSp, 
Dwells there, relaxing in its grasp. 

I long to view thy beauteous face. 
To cheer me through the day's long toiling ;— > 

I knre its every change to trace. 
Shaded by thought — in pleasure smiliiig — - 

Amid the worid, with pride f see 

All eyes do homage unto thee. 

But, oh, this hour is most — ^most dear. 

When evei\ from the friendly stealing, 
I seek my only pleasures here. 

And fix on thee my every feeling ; 
When thou dost seem all — all mine own ;— 
To live — ^breathe-Himile — forme alone. 

And, oh, to guard thee thus from iU, 

No other joy can rank before it ; 
When ev'n thy sleep seems conscioas still I 

How true a love is watching o'er It ! 1 

Sueh perfect confidence is shown ' 

In this defenceless hour alone. 



V( 



^ 



■> 
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Sleep, thou canst not knpw the loFe, 

Which-passes all of outward showing , 
Much may my looks, words, actions, proye, 

But how much more untold is glowing ! 
And now, in silent loneliness, 
It passes all I most express. 

A tender sadness melts my soul, 

And Memory, with her train attending, 
Seems all her pages to unroll. 

While Hope her airy dreams is blending. 
My tears are sweet ; yet see not thou. 
Lest thou mistake their drops for>woe. 

I think of all I am, the while. 

Of guilt's dark hours, and life all blasted, 
And thou the only tiling to smile 

Upon the heart, so widely wasted : 
Oh, what can tell the rush of thought. 
With joy, gtief, rapture, anguish, fraught ! 

Bat with a thrill of keener p^n, ^ 

A shuddering dread lias now o'ercome me. 

That dries those kindly tears ag£un, — 
Oh, should the future tear thee from me ♦ 

Ah me, ah me ! I hold thee now — 

Shall I ask ever — ^where art thou ? 

I cannot call thee back again, 

Nor o*er again these joys be living. 
And thousand worlds were pledged in vain , 

To give what now this hour is giving ; 
But I shall writhe in fruitless woe. 
With pangs which — no, I do not know. 

Yet wherefore thus perversely run 

To boded ill from present pleasure ? 
I know not why ; but lives there one. 

Who binds his life in one rich treasure, 
Whom the wild thought has never crossed 
" What should I feel, were this but lost ? " 

Should he now wake, and sec my face 

So changed by passions, fiercely blending, 
Would he not deem that in my place 

Some fiend was o'er his pillow bending ? 

III. P 
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I Apeak too load — ^he seems disturbs — 
My wild emotion must be curb'd. 

Hark, his lips move ; and gently frame » 
lu dreamy slmuber, words half-broken. 

Ah ! was not that ? — ^it it my name, 
Which by those cherub lips is spokep I 

I feel a thrill of vivid joy, 

To know that [ his thoughts employ. 

He fear'd, that, ere his eyes coiihl close, 
A weary vigil mine should number. 

Dear innocent ! he little knows 
How quickly youth shakes hattds with sdvmber^ 

E'en ere my voice had soften'd, th^u 

Wert in oblivion, deep as now. 

Now gently I withdraw my arm, 
Fearful thy quiet sleep of brieaking ; 

Thou giv'st no token of alarm. 
And pleased I see thee not awaking; 

The taper shaded with my hand, 

Gazing on thee a while 1 stand. 

How beautiful in his repose t 

The long dark lash the white lid fringing. 
The rich hair clustering on his brows, 

And the Uue vein his forehead tinging. 
What childish innocence disf^y'd, 
E^en in that liand so cardess laid { 

When to my own near conch 1 steal, 
I '11 listen still to hear thee breathing. 

Till with that tnllaby I fed 
31eep*8 dewy mantle oV me wneatSung! 

Jlow sweet the sound, how welcome'— ^lear. 

Which tells me what I love is nedr ! 

But first, ere I can calm recline, 
In silent prayer I kneel beside thee. 

And Sue each blessing may be thine. 
Long forfeited, or stiU.denied me. 

Now one last kisis with caution given. 

And I resign my watdi to Heaven. 
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The Sonnets are in general more or less good. The 
bllowing is in the spirit of Cowper :— ^ 

TO, PEACE. 

• 

While rapt I lie near this lone waterfall, 
Gazing upon it, 'till at every gush 
The waters seem with wilder force to ru^h. 
And whiter foam, adown their rocky wall, 
While o*er me, high in ah*, yon cedars tall 
Wave thefr wide arms; come, gentlest Peace! and hwsh 
Each thought, at which thy virgin cheek might blush, 
• And, if thou canst, thy empire past recal 
Within my breast. Ah, wherefore shouldst thou fly ? 
I do not love the world's turmoiling sphere ; 
Ambition never hurl'd me from on high, 
No dreams of wealth excite my hope or fear ; 
Then why to me thy soothing voice deny ? 
Ah, wherefore vsunly do I woo thee hei'e ? 

The following is tender : — 

THE L0VE\ that CANNOT DIE. 

Oh, dearer than the dearest, through this sea 

Of doubts, and troubles, and perplexing fears, 

Where my fhuil bark, with trembling caution, steers, 

What is 't, that giddes me, but the love of thee ? 

Tis Bind, that love, with time, wQl cease to be, 

But mine has stood the silent lapse of years, 

Undimm'd by absence — ^uneflaced by tears. 

Yea, deeper graved by all my misery ! 

They said I should forget thee^— did they know 

The depth and nature of a love like mine ? 

That there are streams, which cannot cease to flow. 

That there are rays which must for ever shine ? 

Alas, their eyes are ever fix'd below i 

What should they reck, or ken of things divine ? 

There are likewise a few religious pieces, containing 
more devotion than poetry. It is a common, and, to a 
eonsiderable extent, a just remark, that reUgious poetry 
seldom succeeds. To what is this failure, so far as it 
exists, to be attributed ? Are we to ascribe it to the 

p2 
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overaMTing nature of the subject ? or is it that poets set 
themselves formally down to write on religious subjects, 
and that constraint is fatal to genius ? or that those who 
have made the attempt were for the most part deficient in 
ability ? or that their abilities lay in another direction? 
It is a deUcate and a difficult subject ; nor is this, per- 
haps, the place for its discussion. We wish, however, 
that it were otherwise. The disunion between moral 
and intellectual beauty is surely an unnatural one. We 
wish to see all the rays of excellence converge to one 
point. We wish to see its various branches prove their 
relationship by a kindly coalition. 

We had intended to make some remarks on the me- 
lancholy spirit which prevails throuehout the present 
volume, with a reference to the religious sentiments of 
the writer; but as we are not invested in the judicial 
robe of the " British Review,*" or the " Christian Ob- 
server," and as besides " The Etonian'^ is but a novice in 
such matters, we can only venture a word or two. Mr. 
Townsehd must be well aware that many persons object 
to Christianity (we speak not of any particular system, 
but to religion in the abstract,) as inspiring gloom ; or, 
at least, as not affording the consolations imich its vota- 
ries ascribe to it ; and they ground their opinion on the 
Uves and writings of many of its followers. It is easy to 
reply, that melancholy, arising from constitutional or 
other causes, lias been erroneously attributed to religion ; 
that Cowper's mind was naturally disordered ; and that 
Young and Johnson would have been happier if they 
had been more religious. This may be very true ; but 
will it satisfy the objectors ? or is it to be expected that 
they will take the trouble to investigate all the individual 
cases ? Mr. Tbwnsend has doubtless the promotion of 
Christian piety at heart ; but did it never occur to hiW) 
that the publication of a work, in which its power to 
comfort the aflHcted is so Uttle displayed, was so far cal- 
culated to prejudice the cause, by adding another to the 
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list of ^ disoouramng examples ? The authority of Cow- 
per wiU probably be canonical with our writer : 

" True Piety is cheerful as the day : 
Can weep, indeed, and have a suffering groan 
For others' woes— but smiles upon her own." 

But we are advancing beyond our depth ; and shall 
therefore conclude with apologizing to Mr. Townsend 
for our hasty criticism, and with assuring him that we 
shall be happy to meet him again. 



A WHIMSEY : 



WBITTEN IN A LADY's ALBUM. 



'** When thought is warm, and fismcy flows, 



What will not aigument sometimes suppose-?" 

COWPSR. 

Should chance send down to distant time 
This motley thing of prose and rhyme. 
Which friendly hands have thickly sown 
With others' wisdom — or their own ; 
How will the men of future days, 
(When this one age, with all its blaze 
Of science, war, and minstrel lay, 
Has vanished like a cloud away) 
How will they ponder o*er this page, 
The little mirror of an age. 
Reflecting, as it onward winds. 
The outline of departed minds ! 
How will they scan with eye intent 
The sparks of song and sentiment. 
Like floating clouds of many a hue, 
Strown o'er the welkin's surface blue ! 
To them the record shall unfold 
What their grave fathers were of old ; 
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What they disliked, and what approved, 

And how they thought and how lliey loved. 

— There shall the mingled forms appear, 

Of timid Joy, and tender Fear ; 

Wisdom, widi calm looks iix*d ahove ; 

The spectre of departed Love ; 

Ambition's bright and restless eye, 

Still chasing Immortality ; 

And downcast Sorrow,' in her shroud; 

And young Hope, laughing through the cloud ; 

And Nature, in her robe of green, 

Shall 'midst the varied group be seen. 

Their hearts, as o'er the page they stray, 
Shall feel its sympathetic sway ; 
For the same summer-breeze that blew 
In days of yore, delights us too : 
And the same loves, and joys, and fears. 
Are still man's lot through .endlcM years. 
And Hope's full blood shall mantle high, 
And Pity weep o'er woes gone by^ 
And Worth shall kindle at the lays 
That flow in Truth's and Virtue's praise ; 
And youthful Love shall blush, when told 
How youthful lovers felt of old ; 
And Beauty heave the half-heard sigh 
For unrequited constancy. 
— And they shall think upon the lot 
Of those who lived when they were not, 
Whose being yet with theirs was twined, . 
With that sweet feeling, undefined. 
Wherewith we view the days gone by 
Of unremember'd infancy. 
— And while delighted they survey 
These relics of an earlier day. 
They '11 think well pleased of her, whose hand 
Combined them in one fragrant band, 
And bade them bloom in endless prime, 
Like flow'rets on the tomb of Time. 

G.M. 
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ESSAY ON LIONS, 

<' T^it. ll&is is old Niimy'9 tpmb. 
Lkm, pb !— C'^h€ Lkm roars;) 
Dem, Well roared, Lion. 
7%e». Well run, Thisbe. 
Dem. And then came Pyramus. 
Ljfs. And so the Lion vapished." 

Midsummer Night's Dream. 

is not a little remarkab^, that among the many 
ni Nati^ralists, ^jacient and modern, with whose 
ig8 w^ are acquainted, no one, as far as we know, 
ade my rxM^ntion of that extraordinary species, the 
b I4on. Juvenal says, that the English whale or 
woa the largest of its kind; and ccmmion experience 
e^^ us, that although since his time this aniipal 
il^en to a lapd life, yet even still he retains many 
of his original character, and can drink and duck, 
nd.HX>ut, jbetter than any Frenchman or ffudgeon 
m tjin. But no poet has celebrated, or {^i|[)sopher 
)ed, the much more astonishing crekture of British 
\k which we first mentioned. The silence of foreign* 
shall attribute to envy ; but Uie siletic^ of our own 
ymen is to us quite inexplicable, seeing th^t this 
s inland ha^ not wanted most able heralds of her 
b all its parts ; and even Goldsmith ha^ devoted 
f pages of accurate English to so conunon an 
as a cow. Every one has heard of the African 

aad of the Asiatic Lion, and of the American 

there are Black Lions, White Lio^s, ^i|id Red 
; there are Licms rampant. Lions couchoiU, and 
resardant : there are the Lion and the Unicom 

the King's crown ; there are the XAasis in the 
r, {^nd Lions in Exeter 'Change ; and finally, there 

Kean's Lion. But with these we have nathing to 
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do ; we have nothing to say against them ; but after all, 
the most they can do is, to shake a mane, if they haye 
one, ffrovel on four feet, give a roar, and so to sleep. 
But tne Lion we have our eyes upon is a Lion indeed, 
worthy of being called, as in reality he is, the King of 
Beasts ; and not only so, but of men also , and what is 
more, of the inanimate creation to boot. 

** Quale portentum Deque militaris ' 
Daunia in latU alit esculetis ; 
Nee Jubse tellus geuerat, lebnum 
Arida Nutrix." 

We, being raw and inexperienced striplings, knowfbut 
little of nature and the world, and therefore will not 
presume to offer any thing in the shape of a com- 
plete account of this noble animal; all that we cen 
manage with ease and certainty is, to note down some of 
his prominent peculiarities, and to quote instances of 
his appearance and reality, as they have chanced to fall 
under our own inspection. Istly — He can at pleasure 
be of either sex, of any shape, of all ranks, and of all 
ages. Sdly — He .can be a thousand things at ence, and 
yet be one indivisible Lion, with various Lionets within 
himself. 3dly— He can die when he likes, and be any 
inanimate substance ; or he. can resolve himself into thm 
air, and revive again. And lastly— He can be and not 
be at the same moment (which is just the secret Hamlet 
might have learnt, if he had proceeded on his voyage 
to England) ; and, what is more, he will not unfre- 
quently change himself into the person who detiies his 
existence ; or, in other words, a man may become a 
Lion when himself gazing upon a Lion. 

No part of England is without this universal creature. 
Far from partaking in the sulky sohtary spirit of his 
forest namesake, he affects society, and the most crowded 
walks of public life ; and, though there is no difficulty in 
finding them at the Lakes in Cumberland, or the Moun- 
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taiiis in Wales, yet I question if a stranger will ever see 
mare lions, full grown, and of greater beauty, than in 
London, itself. There is a fine mena^rie of active 
Lkms in the Park, especially on a Sunday ; and, what 
is well^ worthy of remark, they are constantly seen 
taking their airing in chariots, landaus, coaches, gi^, 
curricles, and tandems ; nay, hundreds Uterally nde 
about on horseback, their steeds being so well trained as 
not to be frightened at the approach of this animal. 
Bond-street maintains a very respectable number ; and 
vast numbers of well-dressea Lions walk up and down 
St. Jameses-street every day, from three to five. But 
the grandest collection seen in this country for many 
years was shown on the 19th of this month at West- 
minster, where the Lion of England appeared under all 
hia shapes, imderwent all his modifications, and displayed 
all his wonderful properties, active, pas^ve, and neuter. 
A friend of ours walked down from the Temple to see 
the Coronation, and his account is as follows : — " The 
first Lion I heard only, viz. the roaring of the guns 
from the brig moored between the Bridges, which made 
the Strand shake again; then there was a moderate 
Lion, in the shape of a string of coaches, from Temple- 
Bar to the barrier in Charing-Cross, at four in the mom- 
ipg ; at eight a most remarkable Lion, in a coach and 
ax, attended by a Lord and two Ladies, made its ap- 
pearance, and caused a great disturbance amongst the 
multitude, some applauding the Lion'^s splendid dress 
and gay demeanour, and others complaining that the 
Keepers were to blame in letting it loose on such 
an occasion, and some few thought the Lion itself 
should have known better than to attempt to force a 
passage where there was no room, and persist in going 
up ParUament-street, whereas the Lord Chamberlain 
had appointed Little George-street for the exit of all 
carriages, whether hackneys or not. I waited till the 
procession passed, and then there arose wonders on 

p5 
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wonders, in the tran^ormations and l^erdemain tndu 
of this animal. I heard many people ajiound me lay, 
Miss Fellowes, with her fair companions^ was a Lion; 
, some seemed to think the Herald Kings at Arms were 
Lions ; and, indeed, it is agreed by all that one of tliem 
was a Lyon. There were some good folks who thoi^ht 
they discovered a Lion in the ^ape of a certain Ali^* 
man ; but this was strenuously denied by others, who 
declared they saw nothing lionnke in the said AlddTnnn 
at all. There were few who did not allow the Jndm 
and Bishops to be Lions in their way ; and I heara a 
yoting Templar say, ^th a grin, that he wished he had 
H good Hen upon the Lord Chancellor. This I did not 
understand, for I have not met with it in the first 
volume of Blackstone. But, without any dispute, and 
I hope I may say it without being gwlty erf treason, 
His Most Excellent Majesty, King George, was by far 
the greatest Lion there : every one seemed to recognise 
him as they would have done a friend in the crowd ; 
the whole vast mass of the multitude rose and shouted 
with a feeling that made the blood start and dance; and 
the women waved their handkerchiefs, and the trumpets 
blew the notes of gratulation, and the bells rung mer- 
rily and fast, and the cannons rolled their thunders 
round this indescribable scene. The object of thifi 
unequalled enthusiasm was evidently affected, and in 
this instance, as always, the Lion of England bowed 
from his high estate, and returned an answer to thou- 
sands, which every individual felt to be his own. 

" I had become so familiarized to these great Lions, 
that walking home in the evening throu^ the Park, 
with a friend who had been a Page to a Peer, I was at a 
loss to understand the meaning of the crowd'^s stopping 
and forming round us, and gazing and laughing, ^until, 
upon a little reflection, I found out the cause — I was 
^m-in-arm with a young Lion. I forgot to say that 
Prince Esterhazy's coat was the greatest Lion m the 
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Abbey before the procession entered, and that the Duke 
de Grammoof s glass coach and running basques have 
become a most prodigious Lion in the West End.*" 

This is. our friend'^s account, and we shall only remark 
•upon it, that even foreigners, however they may be se- 
xHire frcMxi such transfiguration in their own countries, 
seldKHn escape becoming Lions when they display them- 
Belms and ineir attendants within the influence of ^he 
atmosphere of England. After the Lions of the Coro- 
jiatiou it would be. flat and unprofitable to desoend 
into further particulars, and detail the infinitely-varied 
species of this ar.imal which show themselven in the 
UniveFsities, at Brighton, and at Eton ; lately, indeed, 
we have been informed that some Tigers were seen in 
the Senate House at Cambridge, but, upon accurate 
investigation by competent judges, it was fully aaeer- 
tained that the said Tigers, although rather differently 
spotted, were in fact nothing more or less than common 
Lions of the country. For this important fact we have 
Dr. Clarke^s word, who presided at the Committee ap^ 
poinl»ed to examine these Tigers, and who having seen 
more licHis, Foreign and English, dead and alive, ex- 
isting and ^ot existing, than most other men, will, we 
are quite sure, be held sufiicient authority for us to ac- 
quiesce in. 

We had intended originally to have written a longer 
and a wittier article ; we had prepared many jests, many 

?leasant coiiceits, many/ielicate double ent^nares; but we 
now not how it is, but we feel heavy and listless, — and 
a kind of gloominess, settling fast round our hearts, clogs 
up the passages of the animal spirits, 'and puts us out of 
temper with the very joke which totters upon the point 
of our pens. Cggi this be death ? or are tnese the fore- 
tokens of immediate dissolution ? Is this the last time 
we shall see ourselves in print? — ^Yes, the very last time! 
This is the sea-mark of dur utmost sail. Hereafter 
never shall poor Gerard dogmatize about subjects of 
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which he knows just nothing at all; neither shall the 
gentle Frederick sport pleasingly, or the gentler Bellamy 
simper soothingly, in the handywork of Mr. Charles 
Kn^ht. We have been for this last year — that is, " the 
Etoiiian,^ in whom we hve and breathe, has been unques- 
ticmably the greatest Lion of Eton: we appeal to all par- 
lies with confidence, whether he has not behaved himself 
very orderly, and like a quiet beast as he is ; and when 
he roared, did he not " roar you as sweet as H were any 
nightingale ?** The complex body and soul of the Eton 
LiOD is about to die ; — ^when the world reads this, on. 
Election Saturday, he, in his corporate capacity, will be 
d?ad, and those, who contributed to form his existence, 
and who 'partook in his importance, will themselves be 
reduced again to plain human nature, and restored once 
mcnre to the use of two feet. Yet a moment — ^we would 
fain say something to the excellent Person who rules this 
royal menagerie: he has been, to us at least, a kind and 
an instructive Keeper, and he may with perfect security 

Sut his arm, or even his head, into our mouth, and we 
ere engage, foi de Lion^ not to bite it off. To the 
Fair Ones ; — if they have frowned upon us, we say that 
never came frowns froift so sweet a quarter: — ii they 
have smiled, we say — or rather we will say no more; for 
what saith the discreet Bottom ? — 

*^ Masters, you ought to cousider with yourselves ; to bring in, God 
shield Us ! a Lion among Ladies, is a most dreadful thing ; for thelre U 
not a more fearful wildfowl than your ^ion living ; and we ought to 
look to it. 

** Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell, he is not a Lion. 

" Bot. Nay, you must name bis name, and half his face must be seeu 
tlirough the Lion's neck ; and he himself must speak through, saying 
thus, or to the same defect, — Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish you, 
or, I would request you, or, I would entreat you, not to- fear, not to 
tremble: my life for yours. If you think I come hither as a Lion, it 
were pity of my life. No, I am no such thin^ ; I am a man as other men 
are : — and there, indeed, let him name his name, and tell them plainly 
he is " G. M. 
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ELLEN : 



A SIMPLE TALE. 



A mermaid on a dolphin's back. 



Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath. 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song." 

SlIAKSPEARB. 

About six years ago I was staying at , a water- 
ing-place on the Sussex coast. It was one of the fine 
mornings in July, when the Sun had just risen above the 
top of the wave, and was scattering around his bright, 
warm rays ; that having taken my customary dipping, I 
had wandered unthinkingly along the shore, adniinng 
the impending grandeur of those tall cliffs, which, in the 
language of our great tragic bard. 



-** Beat back the envious siege 



Of wat'ry Neptune." 

■ 

I had trodden the same path the evening before, and 
it was my amusement in these marine perambulations to 
inspect the crevices of the rocks, and to carry home with 
me the most beautiful shells that chance threw in my 
way. I had rather a taste for conchology, and had 
made no inconsiderable collection of the specimens of 
our own shores; — one group of rocks I had found parti- 
cularly fertile in rarities, and these I had very nearly 
approached. A peculiar jutting out of the cliff at that 
pikce hid them from the sight till you were close upon 
them ; I had nearly, in the marine phrase, doubled this 
promontory, when my progress was arrested by the 
sound of a female voice, chaunting some beautiful air in a 
very plaintive tone. I stood to listen — the words, as far 
aft I can remember, were these : — 
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" Edward is gone-^and I know not whether 
- His spirit may rest on land or sea ; 
O would that, love, we had sail'd together. 
Or thou hadst never heen torn from me ! 

Ellen is sighing, but nought is nigh. 
To pity her moan but the wind and wave ; — 

The gull shall soon, from her roost on hi^. 
Sing a lullaby dirge over Ellen's grave.** 

The voice ceased. I advanced a few steps to the 
other side of the cliflP, and the figure of the lovely war- 
bler, reclining on one of the tallest of the rocks, was be- 
fore my sight. Her long black ringlets were streaming 
down her neck, and her eye was fixed steadfastly on the 
horizon. She had her back towards me, which prevent- 
ed her observing my approach. I thought I perceived 
her lips moving, as if muttering something to herself; 
and on a sudden giving a glance over the sea, she re- 
sumed her song : — 

<* I '11 recline on this rock, and the wave shall bear 
My paly foim to that favoured shore 
Where Edward Is breathing a distant air, 
'Mid the fiiry of war and the cannons* roar." 



ig some (me by her side, and, looking up 
Tou are not Edward,^ she said, 



I had been gradually advancing towards her ; — as she 
uttered the last words her voice faltered^ and she seemed 
falling. I rushed forward and supported her. She 
started at finding some 
with a listless air, " You 

" Edward sailed last week.**" Her dark black eye was 
turned upon me as she spoke ; but there was a languor 
in her gaze, that seemed to say her thoughts were notton 
what die was about : her countenance was interestoog, 
and had been beautiful, but sickness or sorrow hflfl 
spread a pallid hue over her features ; and though at 
times a transient hectic would flush her cheek, it soon 
passed away.^-" Edward sailed last week,'' she cried ;— 
" Ellen buckled on his sword, — and Edward smiled on 



\ 
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Ellen ; — ^but he is gone to the wars— -I -diall nerer see 
him more.^ I was still supporting her, and, as she 
littered these words, a hot tear feu upon my hand. I 
cannot describe my f eehngs at that moment ; there was a 
thriH through my frame ; and I began to ^feel a lively 
interest for the lovely stranger and her misfortunes. 
She observed what had happened; and pulUng out a 
wiiite pocket-handkerchief, with an air oi the greatest 
mmplicrt^r, gently wiped my hand. " Edward will come 
faacac,^ said I, scarcely knowing what I uttered : " Come 
baek !^ she cried, starting from her seat, and staring full 
in my 'face ; " Ah, no I you Ve joking with poor Ellen ; 
p— but you Ve a kind man, and you are kina to Ellen— ^ 
Edward shall thank you.*" She put her hand into her. 
bosom, and pulling out an amulet cross, which was 'sus- 
pended by a purple ribbon from her neck, " Look,^ she 
said, " this is what Edward gave me — * Good-by, 
Ellen !^ said he; but Ellen could not say * good-by' — 
and he flung this round me — (she gave a wild stare). — 
There is a mist over the rest — I often harass this poor 
head, but I cannot remember any more."" It was easily 
to be perceived that her intellects were deranged, and I 
was unwilling to leave the unfortunate ^rl iu that situa- 
tion. I gently raised her ; and, seemingly unconscious 
<3i what she was doing, she walked on by my side. We 
Itad not proceeded far along the shore, when a man and 
-woman came running towards us, in breathless anxiety, 
who appeared to be searching for something they had 
kfit. On recognizing the poor girl, who was nangmg in 
tistless apathy on my arm, I saw a sudden flush of joy 
pass over the countenance of the old woman, and they 
• both gazed alternately on me and her : — the old man was 
•the first to break silence, and asked me, in rather an 
angry tone, " What I was doing with his daughter ?'' 
I related to him the circumstances of our meeting, and 
what had since happened. They thanked me in very 
^ectxonate terms for my. kindness, and then, turning to 
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their daughter, loaded her with caresses and questioiiB; 
but she seemed lost in thought, and not at all to under- 
stand their meaning. On the way home they related to 
me her history: they informed me, that they themsdvet 
were attendants on the bathing-machines, and for the 
last twenty years had gained, by their jcnnt endeavoun, 
in that occupation, a comfortable hvelihoiod ; — ^their only 
daughter, the unfortunate heroine of my tale, had a few 
months back fixed her affections on a young man of a 
neighbouring village ; their attachment was redprocal; 
and the day had been appointed for their marriage— Jiut 
her love some time before had enlisted in the *** reg^ 
ment, and the whole corps had been suddenly ordered off 
to the Continent : the poor girl had been inconsolaUe 
froth the time she first heard the news ; they continually 
found her in tears, and all attempts to comfort her were 
in Vain ; she attended him on board the ship that was to 
convey him away, and clin^ng to his arms, was for a 
long time unable to be separated. When the vessel was 
under weigh, they were obliged to carry her off by force: 
she fell' into a swoon, and was conveyed home in a state 
of insensibility : being put to bed, in a short time she 
was in a high fever. They obtained for her what 
little medical assistance their means could afford, and 
were in hopes that she had been gradually recovering— 
but her grief preyed upon her mind, and though 
the fever had left her, her intellects were materially in- 
jured. Though they sat by her bedside, and paid her 
the most affectionate attentions that tenderness could 
dictate, she seemed not to recognise them, or to be con- 
scious of their presence. Her Edward was always up- 
permost in her tnouglits; and though lost to every thing 
else, she seemed to have a distant recollection of the 
scene she, had been last engaged in. On the morning in 
question, they had gone out to their usual avocations, 
and had left her still lying in bed ; on their return they 
were astonished and alarmed at jSnding the bed empty. 
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and her clothes not in their place;— they inquired among 
the neighbours, but could find no intelligence of her : 
they at length heard that she had been seen pacing 
silently along the shore, and had accordingly proceeded 
IB search of her, not without a fear that, in the deranged 
state of her^nd, she might commit some act of des- 
jieration, before they would be able to prevent it. This 
simple narration of the poor girPs affection interested me 
extremely. While I remained at the place, I paid fre- 
quent yisits to their cottage, and thought at last I could 
perceive a gradual amendment in poor EUen'^s health ; 
she at times exhibited signs of returning recollection, 
though her general discourse was of the little circum- 
stances that bad taken place during her last intercourses 
with Edward. I took an interest m her welfare, and re- 
joiced to think she was recovering; but, alas! how futile 
are human hopes! I was soon after called away from 
the place, and circumstances prevented my return during 
two years. I was then accidentally passing through, and 
'stomped for a couple of hours, that I might inquire after 
Ellen. The path, that led to her cottage, was through 
the churchyard; and in going along my attention was 
attracted by a tombstone of rude sciupture, that seemed 
newly erected. I walked up to it to read the inscription 
— rit was simply this : — 

To the memory of 

Ellen Meston, 

This stone was erected by 

Edward Godalwin. 

She died in a deranged state of mind, 

April 3, 1817. 

Sleep on, sweet maid ! 

Soon we shall meet agiun. 

I stood for a moment steadfastly gazing on this stone, 
and unconscious of any thing around me. The recol- 
lections of my former adventure crowded on my mind — 
I remembered her interesting features — ^her affectionate 
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simplicity. " Poor Ell«i,'' said I, '*thy roses were 
nipped, when they were beginning to expand; — thiae 
was an unhappy lot here, but thou art gone to a Ibetter 
world, where sorrow and care are not.^ I fdt a tear 
trickling down my dieek, whidi recalled me to myselt 
I took a last look on the stcme, and proceeded on my 
way. /^ Is sensibility a blessing?^ mougfat I, as I 
walked pensively along. ** Surely not. It may refine 
the passions — it may give a tone to the alfectiona— but it 
makes us feel the thorns of life doubly acute: yet it U 
£m amiable virtue, and one which we cannot refrain from 
admiring.*" 

The gate of the Uttle garden in the front cl thw eot- 
tage was open ; the flower-beds, which I used forma'ly 
to admire for their neatness, were trampled on and in 
disorder. The old feofie ware removing their fumituie, 
pre^psratory to their departure for a ne^hbouring viUa^ 
They wete surprised to see me, but recaved me with 
cordiality. I perc^ved that my jNreseooe recalled m^ 
pleasant remembrances, and therefcnre determined that 
my vi^t should be short. I. was informed tlmt Edward 
had returned from the war, Mrith a wooda^ 1^ and a 
pulsion. He was told of the affecticm and ieenfiadesicj 
of Ellen; but arrived only in time to see die first grass 
springing up on her grave. His grief is deep, but not 
violent; he has ordered that stone to be erected as a me- 
morial of their loves — and his greatest pleasure is to visit 
at evening the green sod, wnich he allows not to be 
trampled on, or injured. The dd woman opened a Utde 
work-box, and, producing a small net piurse, placed it in 
my hand. My initials were on the side: — it was, she said, 
the work of her daughter during her illness, which she 
had desired, if ever I returned, sTiould be given to me as 
a token of remembrance. 

Poor Ellen ! years have passed away, since the time I 
last gazed on your pale form — since the time I shed ^ 
tear of compassion on the turf that enshrouded it; Iw^t 
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iie purse —the last relic of your affection — the memento 

^ your kindness, remains still whole and inviolate ; it is 

treasured up amid the most precious X)( my earthly pos- 

ttsaons ; — and whenever I indulge myself with gating 

Oft it, an involuntary tear starts to the eye of 

Chakles Bellamy. 



MAIMOUNE:— A POEM. 



CANTO I. 



" Marriage is-^'Gad! — a cursed bore."i— Goliohtlt. 



1. 



'h those fantastic days, when elves and fairies 
Held high command o'er sublunary things, 

And teased us mortals with as mad vagaries 
As ever sprung from bard's imaginings, 

Playing strange pranks in cellars and in dairies, 
Biding die Nigbtmiure o'er the breasts of kings ; 

Souring good b^r,. cow-milking, and cream-skimming, 

And thumping clowns by night, and pinching women : 



II. 



When madcap Oberon reign*d in all his glory, 
Now holding Kinglike quarrels with his Queen ; 

And now with Puck upon the promontory, 
Seeing such sights as since were never seen ; 

There lived, renown'd in Oriental story, 
A mighty King — we 'U call him Fadladeen," 

Because his name's not mentioned by the Lady 

Whose tale I borrow, Queen Scheherazade. 
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III. 

Fame says he reign'd with wondrous approbatioB, 
(Especially of courtiers and bashaws ;) 

In times of peace was mild in his taxation, 
And made some very creditable laws ; 

Indeed, in their invidious situation, 

Few Monarchs ever gain'd so much applause ; 

In private life, a truth I can't evade is. 

He was a perfect devil with the Ladies. 



IV. 

He had a most inveterate aversion 
To matrimonial fetters ; and he swore, 

In oaths befitting so sublime a person, 

That 'twas unworthy of the crown he wore, 

And inconsistent with the State's exertion, 
To wed a number that exceeded four ; 

And so, to give his royal conscience ease. 

He liad four Wives, and sixty Mistresses. 



V. 

It seems that this arrangement was ill-made, for 

He had no issue, save an only son. 
Whom twelve long years he had devoutly pray'd for, 

To all his country's Gods ; — when all was done 
This single boy would have been cheaply paid for 

By the oblation of his Father's throne ; 
For in all lands, from Araby to Arragon, 
The Sun ne'er saw so wonderful a paragon. 



VI. 

I don't intend to give a long narration 

Of his surpassing beauty, for I hate 
Your cursed, detail'd, minute enumeration 

Of cheeks, eyes, noses, lips, hair, shape, and gait. 
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It is enough that he hecame his station, 

He look'd, and walk'd, and spoke, land drank, and ate. 
As for a Hero of Romance 'i is meet 
To look, and walk, and speak, and drink, and eat. 



VII. 

You may suppose the youngster was a pet. 
E'en from his cradle, a spoil'd child inde^ ; 

The self-wiird tyrant of the Haram ; yet 

It seem'd no spoiling could with him succeed. 

'Twas very rarely he was known to fret, 
And very quickly did he learn to read ; 

At four years old, I *ve heard, he wrote some verges 

To a lame, humphack'd daughter of his Nurse's. 



Tin. 

And years passed swiMy o'er him, and he grew 
In stature and in strength ; his Tutors swore 

(And I believe that it was strictly true) 
His Royal Highness knew a vast deal more 

Than the most erudite of all their crew ; 
In fact, they foun<( it an exceeding bore. 

Whether for pleasure or for pride he tasked theqn, 

To answer half the questions that he ask'd them. 



IX. 

He was a great proficient in Astrology; 

The best Accomptant in his sire's dominions ; 
Had dipp'd in Mathematics ; in Theology 

Twas thought he held heretical opinions ; 
But this was doubtful : — in all sorts of knowledge be 

Was an adept, but on the Muse's pinions 
Twas bis delight to soar ; when mounted on *em, he 
Cared little for political economy. 
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X. 

An earnest lover of the Muse was he, 

And did her hiddii^ for her own sweet sake ; 

Nor Fame he sigh'd for, nor aspired to be 
A star among the great ; but in tlie lake 

Which flows around die dome of Poesy 
He long*d the fever of his thirst to slake ; 

And drink the Music in his soul, which springs 

From her deep, holy, lone imaginings. 

No proud intents, no purposes sublime 
Had he, nor care for glory not to die ; 

No aspirations over Fate and Time, 
Nor longings after Immortality. 

He was no builder of the lofty rhyme. 

His own glad thoughts were all his Poesy ; 

He call'd his Album, in quaint terms of praise. 

His " register of comfortable days." 

XII. 

And thus, from all his bosom's best afiections. 
And sweet emotions, not unmix'd with pain, 

From childhood's hopes, and boyhood's recollections, 
And many a roving thought that cross'd his brain, 

Season'd with here and there some grave reflections, 
He framed a sort of desultory strain. 

Of course at Court his rhyming gain'd much credit 

From all who had, and some wIm> hadn't read it. 



XIII. 

And thus his boyhood slid in smiles away. 
And he was nigh upon his sixteenth year, 

When, as it fell upon a certain day, 

He had a summons straightway to appear 
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Before his Father ; as he weftt, they say, 

His young limbs shook with an unusual fear ; 
He had a strange presentiment, no dou|)t, 
That some infernal mischief was about. 



XIV. 

His gracious Father had it seems discerned 

(He was a Prince of infinite sagacity ;) 
Or it may be, by long experience learn'd, 

(Which much confirmed him in his pertinacity,) 
That youthful blood with headstrong passion burn'd, 

And play'd the deuce with Princes.; so, to dash it, he 
Forgot his own antipathies, and swore 
His son should marry, ajid run wild no more* 



XV. 



He had moreover, as his subjects thought, 
Some more conclusive reasons of his own ; 

The King of China would have dearly bought 
Just then a close alliance with his Throne ; 

And had a most enchanting daughter, sought 
By the East's proudest, yet the Maiden shone 

Unmated still, and- fancy-free, enshtiued 

In the pure brightness of her vestal mind. 



XVI. 

She had seen fifteen summers ; Youth had wrapped her 
In its most radiant loveliness ; no glance 

Of her wild eyes ere shone without a capture, 
E*en through her veil ; and oh! to see her dance ! 

Why *t would have kilVd our British beaux with rapture, 
And caused a ''great sensation" e'en in France. 

Her voice of Music wander *d through men's ears, 

And, when most mirthfiil, fiU'd their eyes with tears. 
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XTII. 

Badoura ! fair Badoura ! would thy charms 
Might float before my bliss-bewilder'd vision ! 

Would I might once enfold thee in my arms, 
And fancy thou wert mine in dreams Elysian ! 

I think I then could laugh at Care's alarms, 
And hold the bluest devils in derision ; 

For ever could we live (my Muse and I) 

On the remembrance of that ecstacy. ' 

XVIII. 

I own it has not been my boyhood's lot 
To fall in love so often as is common ; 

My early flames were speedily forgot, 

Replaced but slowly ; though the tiame of womaa 

Has always occupied a decent spot 

In my affections, and I 'm sure that no man 

Can write more highly than I wrote of late 

Of the enjoyments of the married state.* 

XIX. 

But, though I grieve extremely to declare it, I 
Feel bound to tell what I esteem the truth ; 

That female beauty is, in fact, a rarity 

E'en in the gay, unwrinkled cheeks of youth. 

In number, as in charms, there 's a disparity 
Between the plain and pretty, and in sooth 

I meet, at present, with few female eyes 

Whose smiles remind me much of Paradise. 

XX. 

Yet have I dwelt, for many a pleasant week, in 
A land whose women are the boast of fame ; 

Hail to the peerless belles around the Wrekin ! 
Hail to each wedded and unwedded dame ! 



* Godira, stanza xlii. 
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Though really (unpoetically speaking) 

With three exceptions, whom I dare not name» 
I wouldn't give the value of a gooseberry 
For all the bpauty that I *ve found in S— — — 



XXI. 

Oh ! gentle Lady, with the dark-brown hair 
Braided above thy melancholy eyes, 

And pale thin cheek so delicately fair. 

And voice so full of woman's sympathies ; 

Woe for thy beauty I the fell demon, Care, 
Too soon hath made thy tender heart his prise; 

Too soon those smiles, which ever and anon 

Threw sunshine o'er thy loveliness, are gone^ 



XXII. 

Lonely art thou amid the fluttering crowd 
That throngs the gay and gilded drawing-room ; 

For aye enwrapp'd and darkened in a cloud 
Of cheerless and impenetrable gloom. 

The heartless glances of the gay and proud, 
Which dwelt so rudely on thy beauty's bloom^ 

Pass thy pale cheek unheeding, and despite 

The dimness pf thy sorrow-speaking eyes. 



XXIII. 

Yet when perchance a happier maid hath wokto 

The sweetness of some old-remember'd airr 
Whose touching music to thy heart hath spolciNi 

Of the old days that were so passing fair: 
I 've seen the spell that hangs around thee broken 

By rising visions of the things that were; 
And thy faint blush and gushing tears have told 
That crush'd affections have not yet grown cold* 

VOL. III. ci 



i 
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XXIT. 



But oh ! to me most lovely nnd mosi lov^cU . 

In thy calm hour of dneemin^ solitude ; 
When I have tracked thy footsteps as they roved 

Through the thick maxes of the tangled wood ; 
Or to sweet sadness hy the story moved, 

By thy fair side, in mute attention, stood, 
Still in thine eyes my lovesick bosom sunning-^ 
But where the devil is my f^cy running ? 



XXV. 

The fair Badoura had conceived a whim^ in 
Her lovely bead, of wisdom most profound ; 

Her hrain in wild fuitostic dve&ms was swimming. 
Such as with maidens now and then abound, 

But rarely vex the pates of married women — 
She fancied she might seasch the world around, 

And find no husband in its dreary waste, 

To suit her very reasonable^ taste. 



And she had sworn by every good Divinity 

That ever on Qlympu&bad a throne. 
That, should her days'be lengthened to infinity, 

No husband ever should unloose her zone. 
Nor steal the jewel of her bright virginity ; 

That treasure should, at least, remain her own. 
'Twas a strange whim, but what the stranger fact is. 
She seem'd resolved to put the whim in practice. 

XXTH'. 

She knelt bejbre her sire, that gentle maid> 
Like young Diana at the feet of Jove, 

(As mentioinedby Callimachus) and pray/d - 
By aU bei: pe^^ oa eai;t)i, andj hopeii abovi^ 
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That if she ever had his will obey'd, 

If he did ever his dear daughter love, 
He would permit her still to live and die 
In calm, unsullied, sinless chastity. 



XXVIII, 

And much she argued on the wiles of men, 
Their base deceit, their gross dissimulation, 

Their falsehood and their cruelty ; and then 
She praised the virtues of a single station : 

And " if she should be married, when, oh ! when 
Could she enjoy such mirth and recreation, 

Such joyous- freedom, such unboundied sportv 

As she was used to at her fatlier's court ? *' 



XXIX. 

Ah ! poor Badoura ! in a luckless hour 
Thou com'st to urge thin£ innocent intreaty ; 

Mo, though thy bright and eloquent eyes should shower 
A sea of tears upon thy father's feet, he 

Will never yield to their persuasive pow'r! — 
He had, in fact, just ratified a treaty 

By which his daughter was declared the Q.-ueeQ 

Of the young hopeful heir of Fadladeen. 



For six whole months the mischief had been brewing 
With such sagacious secrecy, that few 

Suspected half the plans that were pursuing. 
And not a soul in all the kingdom knew 

That bis respected Monarch had been doing 
What none but Monarchs have the face to da; 

And sign'd the contract which he felt would se^ 

His child from hope and happiness for ever. 

q2 
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XXXI. 

Alas ! poor Royalty ! how far removed 
Art thou firom all the hlessedness of earth ! 

Is 't not enough that thou hast never proved 
The bliss of friendship, nor enjoy'd the mirth 

Of happy spirits, loving and beloved ? 

Is 't not enough that thou must feel the dearth 

Of cheering looks, and languidly repress 

The hollow smiles of palace heartlessness? 



XXXII. 

Is *t not enough that tranquil sleep is driven 
From thy uneasy pillow ? — that thy brain 

Must throb for ever, and thy heart be riven 
With weariness and care, and scarce retain 

A dream obscure, a wandering ray of heav'n, 
So closely fetter*d by the earth's dull chain ? 

Is *t not enough that Fancy's self hath left 

Thy broken slumber of her joys bereft ? 



xxxiir. 

Oh ! is not this enough ? but must thou link 
Thy care-worn heart to an unloving mate ; 

And for the bliss of chaste affection, drink 
The bitter cup of carelessness or hate, 

Unsolaced and unpitied ? — Canst thou think 
Inhere is on earth a thing so desolate 

As thou, who yieldest for thy tinsel prize 

Love's self, our last faint ray from Paradise ? 



xxxiv. 

So felt perchance Badoura, as she knelt 
Before her father with her strange petition : 

Oh ! in her voice what sweet persuasion dwelt ! 
How moving was her look of meek submission ! 
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I don't know how her gracious father felti 

But he was far too great a politician 
To let absurd, intrusive feelings glance 
Through his profound and passionless countenance. 



XXXV. 

He simply answer*d, that '* he quite agreed 
In every single syllable she 'd said ; 

Such notions were most amiable indeed, 
And did much credit to her heart and head. 

He only grieved that there was urgent need 
That she should set off instantly to wed 

The heir apparent of a distant State — 

Her resolution had been form'd too late.** 



XXXVI. 

This was not what Badoura had expected. 
And a distracting scene of course ensued ; 

The Maid declared the match must be rejected, 
The King swore roundly, ** d ^n him if it should 

She ought to jump to be so well connected ; ** — 
She still persisted that she never would: 

He swore that she must do as she was bid, 

And should be lock'd up closely till she did. 



XXXVII. 

Poor girl, they shut her in a lonely tower, 
(O I subject meet for melancholy verse ;) 

Nor would the old hard-hearted brute allow her 
One poor companion, save her kind old Nurse. 

Twas a sad stretch of arbitrary power. 
For the convenience of his privy purse : 

(I own to me it seems extremely funny 

How mofieif matters mix with matrimony,) 



4 
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ZXXVZII. 

Jn the mean time, while a]i the Chinese coart 
Was in confusion with this pleasant scene, 

Another, quite as pleasant of the sort, 
Was acting by the Prince and Fadladeen. 

But 'twould be indecorous to report 

Such angry squabbles as should ne'er have been. 

The Youth, in short, was of die Lady's mind. 

And like the Lady was the Youth cbnfined. 



XXXIX. 

Judge not, fair dames, too harshly of his heart. 
Nor deem it quite to your attractions blind, 

Insensible and de^d to Cupid's dart. 
And careless of the eyes of womankind, 

Perhaps some lut;kier beauties had the start 
Of poor Badoura in his wayward mind; 

Perhaps some young Court-Siren's fascination 

Within his breast faltd caused a palpitation. 



XL. 

Perhaps — ^but oo— -the truth muft be confess'd^ 
No woman had dominion o'er his soul; 

His eye had wandered o'er earth's loveliest, 
And still his heart was free from their control : 

Yet did he madly love, and o'er his rest 

Dreams of such bright and passionate beauty stole, 

As oft in slumber to dhe Poet's eyes 

Disclose the long-lost joys of Paradise. 



XLI. 

He was, I said, a Poet from his birth. 
And fairyland aromid his boyhood shone ; 

His soul drank in the beauty of the earth 

With fervent joy, but near hb Father's throne 
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How did he feel of kindred IMuls the dearth ! 
How sigh for some beloved and loving one. 
To whom he might in solitude reveal 
Bliss which the hearts around him could not feel ! 



XLII. 

So he grew pensive, and at times would wander 
Through lonely dell, and unfrequented wood ; 

And on his fate in deep abstraction ponder^ 
And in his more imaginative mood 

Would picture to himself a dream of wonder, 
A lot he would have chosen if he c6uld ; 

And shadow out a creature who would be 

The gentle sharer of his sympalhyk 



XLIIt. 

And then he«earch*d the tomes of old romance, 
(I don't know how he got romances) there 

He cuird from many a heroine's countenance 
The traits he thought most exquisitely fair ; 

From one he stole her eyes' overwhelming glance. 
And from another clipp'd her auburn hair : 

From this her lips, from that her blushes stol^. 

And from five hundred form'd one lovely whole. 



XLIV. 

And then for taste and feeling, 86nse and wit, 
With which this dainty creature must abound ; 

Again he searched all T^les that e*er were writ, 
And chose the brightest models that he found ; 

Which blending with his dreamings, in a fit 
Of joy he swore that {dl the "world around 

No living beauty could be found so bright 

As that which swam in his Qui^^ottie ri^it* 
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XLV. 



Twas ever with him, this imagined form ; 

And as the wayward fancy stronger grew, I ^^ 

The bright creation shone in hues so warm, 1 |^ 

So palpably apparent to his view, 
That he grew quite enraptured, and a storm 

Of such wild passion on his bosom blew, 
That in his fits he deem'd the vision real, 
And fell in love with this bright shape ideal. 



XLVI. 

It was a silly fancy —never mind ; 
, It made him happy, if it made him mad : 
The worst on*t was he couldn't feel resign'd 

To execute the orders of his Bad. 
But when he was, in consequence, confined, 

Wrapp'd in this vision, he was seldom sad. 
The King imagined that the boy was frantic. 
Though the &ct was he only was romantic. 



XL VII. 

The good old Monarch loved his headstrong son, 
(Though 't was a cruel measure, I must say, 

A thing which no wise Father would have done^ 
To lock him up in that outrageous way ;) 

And, fearing sorely that his wits were gone, 
He bled and dosed him every other day. 

'Twas all in vain, — no physic could remove 

His wild, ideal, solitary love. 



XLVIII- 

Affairs bore now a most forlorn appearance, 
Both Monarchs were confoundedly afraid, 

That, spite of thei/ parental interference. 
The marriage would be grievously dela/d. 
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Though both had hopes, they said, " that in a year hence 

They might perhaps contrive to be obey'd." 
So in this state well leave them for the present^ 
And turn to prospects rather less unpleasant. 



XLIX. 

I don't know how, for many a weary line 

I Ve prosed of courtship, wedlock, love, and fighting, 
Till Tve arrived at Stanza forty-nine, 

And grown half- weary of the stuflP I *m writing ; 
And yet (confound this stupid head of mine) 

Ne'er thought, one single mofnent, of inditing 
A strain of soft and eulogistic flummery, . 
On your approaching nuptials^ Miss Montgomery. 



A little while — a few short weeks — and thou 
Shalt go forth gaily in thy bridal dress ; 

Serene, yet bearing on thy modest brow 
The timid blush of virgin bashfulness. 

And thou shalt pledge the irrevocable vow. 
And utter (if thou canst) the fatal ** Yes" 

At which most ladies' hps are apt to falter. 

When they come fairly to the marriage altar. 



LI. 

Thou hast done wisely — thy young eloquent eyes 
Long might with gentle victories have shone ; 

Well dost thou choose, for many a fleeting prize. 
The better triumph of securing one. 

Well dost thou choose, for many a lover's sighs^ 
A husband's smile ; and since we can't but own 

That you were form'd for doing execution, 

The more praiseworthy is your resolution. 

. Q 6 



M 
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LII. 

But we shall miss, beaide onr quiet hearth. 
The delicate form, the sunshine of thine eye, 

The frankness of thy laughter-loving mirtln 
Thy voice so rich in sweetest melody ; 

And when I seek this dearest spot of Earth, 
From my world-weary rovings, I shall sigh 

To meet no longer in my Father s hall 

The fairest face, the lightest step of all. 



xin. 

I '11 write a fine description in the papers 
Of the proceedings of your wedding-day \ 

And give old maids and bachelors the vapours, 
Telling how bright your looks, your dress how gay; 

And then I '11 praise your milliners and drapers, 
Beginning somewhat in the following way: 

** Married last week, at in this Shire, 

Miss H. Montgomery to T. S— — — , Esquire." 



Ltv. 

Fie on my giggling Muse, who can't be serious 
For half a stanza on so grave a theme ; 

But 't is in vain for me to be imperious, 
When she*s determined to rebel ; I deem, 

Most courteous readers, that this strain will weary as, 
And I shall sadly sink in your esteem 

If I pursue it longer ; if you please 

I '11 breathe awhile, and give your Worships ease. 



LT. 

Yet, ere I close my Canto, I must mention 

What should have been declared some stanias back- 
That \ was not my original intention 
To follow io irregular a track ; 



And I must Own I merit r^ehensiAii 

And punishment fcnr haTing been so slack 
To introduce you to the sportive Dame, 
From whom this wokidrous story takes its name. 

LVI. 

I must implore your pardon, and will try 
(If you get through this Canto) in my next 

To check the rovings of my Phantasy, 
And stick a little closer to my text. 

" I Ve wander'd from my theme, yet scarce know why," 
As sings a friend of mine,^-^for I 'm perplex'd 

For time ', could I but polish as I would) 

I *d make my Poem wonderfully good. 



i^ANTO II. 

*< Oh ! thea I see Qaeen Mab hath been with you." 

SHAkSPEAftE. 

I. 

Mt ink is mix'd with tears of deep vexation 
To know what Mr. Courtenay has decreed \ 

That here no more our King shall 611 his station, 
That Club and Punchbowl all to fate must cede ! 

What ! can't we have another Coronation 
In the Fusticular Kingdom ? I, indeed, 

Have half a mind — if it were not so late— 

For this same Crown to be a candidate. 

It. 

Ah ! Gerard ! Gerard ! what wouldst thou be doing ? 

(Quoth my astonish'd Muse) is this thine high 
Commiseration of the cares pursuinfi^ 

The unbless'd course of wretched Royalty ? 



4 
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Why didst thou prate, last Canto, of the ruin 

Of Royal spirits ? — was it all a lie ? 
And did you talk in that high-sounding way 
Only because you 'd nothing else to say ? 



III. 

Gerard, I 'm quite ashamed of you — take care — 
1 11 not be treated (trust me) in this sort ; 

How can you hope to breathe poetic air 
In the unhealthy climate of a court ? 

Do you suppose you '11 ever find me there ? 
Pray have the voters promised you support? 

Poetic air, said I ? — your chance is small. 

Just now, of breathing any air at all. 



IV. 

Have n't you had an asthma all the spring? 

Ar'n't you> this moment, wheezing like a kettle ? 
And yet, forsooth, you want to be a King ; 

And, though you scarce can fetch your breath, to settle 
Affairs of State ? — 't would be a pretty thing — 

{ thought you 'd been a man of different metal. 
Reign if you will — but when by me forsaken, 
You '11 find that you 're confoundedly mistaken. 



V. 

Sweet Muse, have patience — trust me, I ne'er meant 

In earnest to petition for the throne ; 
Though thou dost smile but seldom, I 'm content 

With thy uncertain humours ; but I own 
'Tis a sad bore to have thy fancies pent 

Within my brain — all joys of printing flown — 
No praise my dear anonymous state to sweeten, 
And all because some folks are leaving Eton. 
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TI. 



But come once more, and kindly condescend 
To lend thine inspiration, dearest Muse ; 

Look not so grave, — I ask you as a friend, 
For, if you don't assist me, I shall lose 

My way in long digressions without end, 
And not a single reader will peruse 

My tedious rhymes — I scarce could get a man to 

Wade through my last interminable Canto. 



VII. 

I said, just now, I'd introduce my reader 
To the fair Sprite who gives my Tale a name ; 

And since, in a few stanzas, I shall need her 
For special purposes, 't would be a shame. 

Should I delay into your view to lead her ; 
So forth she steps, this visionary dame, 

Maimoune, a mad Fairy, gay and bright 

As any elf that e'er play'd pranks by night. 



VIII. 

She came on Earth soon after the creation, 
And was akin to Oberon, 't is said ; 

In Faeryland received her education. 
But never yet had been induced to wed, 

Though she was woo'd by half the Elfin nation — 
But still a free and roving life she led ; 

And sought diversion for her gentle mind 

Chiefly among the haunts of humankind. 



IX, 

There was a deep and solitary well in 

The palace where the Prince was now confined. 
Which served this lovely Fairy for a dwelling, 

A spot just suited to a Fairy's mind ; 
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Much like the fountain where Narcissus fell in 

Love with her own fair face, and pined, and pined 
To death (the passion 's not at all uncommon 
In Man, and very prevalent in Woman). 



X. 

Beneath this fountain's fresh and bubbling Water, 
Un&thomably deep, the livelong day, 

This wondrous Fairy, Time's most radiant daughter. 
In unimaginable visions lay ; 

Where never earthly care or sorrow sought her. 
But o*er her head did the wild waters play, 

And flitting spirits of the Earth and Air, 

Scatter*d sweet dreams and lulling music there. 



XI. 

For she was well beloved by all th' immortal 
Beings that roam through Ocean, Earth, or Sky^ 

And oil would blessed spirits pass the portal 
Of the vast Eden of Eternity 

To be her slaves, and to her did resort all 
Angelic thoughts, each heavenly phantasy. 

That mortals may not know — all came to bless 

This gentle Being's dreams of happiness. 



xti. 

And all around that fountain, the pure air 

Breathed of her presence ; every leaf was hung 

With music, and each flow'r that blossom'd there 
A fine and supernatural fragrance flung 

On the glad sense ; and thither did repair 
Garlanded maids, and lovers fond and young ; 

And by the side of the low-murmuring stream 

Would youthful Poets lay them down to dream. 



KAIMOUXS. 361 



XIU. 



And ever on that spot the rays of Morning 
Fell thickest, and the Sun's meridian li^t 

Sparkled and danced amid the waves, adorning 
The crystal chamber of the sleeping Sprite. 

But when proud Dian walk'd, with maiden scorn, in 
The Eastern skies, and the sweet dews of Night 

Lay heavy on the Eaxth, that Sprite arose 

Fresh from the visions of the day's tepose. 



XIV, 

And then, she gaily wander'd through the World, 
Where'er her fancy led her, and would stray 

(The sails of her bright meteor- wings unfurl'd) 
Through many a populous city, and survey 

The chambers of the sleeping ; oft she curl'd 
The locks of young chaste maidens, as they lay. 

And lit new lustre in their sleeping eyes. 

And breathed upon their cheeks the bloom of Paradise, 



XV. 

And she would scatter o^er the Poet*s brain 
(As he lay smiling through swift-fl^ringing tears) 

A strange and unintelligible train 
Of fancies, and ring loud into his ears 

A long, mysterious, and perplexing strain 
Of music, or combine the joy of years 

In half an hour of slumber ; till he started 

From such sweet visions, weeping and wild-hearted. 



XVI. 

And, in her mirthful moments, would she seek 
The bachelor's room, and spoil his lonely rest ; 

Or with old maids play many a wicked freak ; 
Or rattle loudly at the miser's chest, 
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Till he woke trembling ; she would often wreak 

Her vengeance on stem fathers who repress'd 1 H 

Their children's young and innocent loves, and told 
(Like our two Kings) their happiness for gold. ^ 



1 



XVII. 

I can't tell half the merry tricks she play'd 
On earth, nor half the clamour and the fuss 

Old women made about her. — I 'm afraid 
No Sprite was ever half so mischievous. 

But so it happen*d that one night she stray'd 
Into the Prince's chamber— -(prying Puss ! 

I wonder what the deuce she wanted there 

With a young man a-bed, so fresh and fair.) 



XVIII. 

Tranquil and happy m his sleep he lay. 
For he was dreaming of that vision bright ; 

And o'er his flush'd cheek stole a wandering ray 
Of silent but most passionate delight, 

As he was gazing his soul's eyes away 
On some imagined form — ^he was a sight 

Of wondrous beauty, and Maimoune stood 

Grazing upon him long in solitude. 



^ XIX. 

Oh ! how she long'd to peep beneath the lid 
That veil'd his eyes' dark azure, and espy 

The sweet imaginations that it hid 
Wandering beneath its fringed canopy. 

Yet would she not awake him ; all she. did 
Was but one instant on his breast to lie. 

And kiss the lips which tremulously moved 

As if to meet the lips of her he loved. 
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XX. 

Hark ! a dull sound swings through the troubled air ! 

She hears the flapping of unholy wings — 
Awhile she listens, mute, with finger fair 

Raised to her delicate lips ; then swifUy springs 
Into the infinite sky — what meets she there? 

Ha ! a bad spirit in its wanderings 
Darkens the face of the full moon, and mars 
The pale-eyed beauty of the silent stars. 



XXI. 

Up sprang Maimoune — winds are not so fleet — 
Through the spell-troubled atmospRere,— and soon 

You might behold those hostile Spirits meet 
Within the circle of the fuU-orb'd moon. 

Well knew the Fiend that battle or retreat 
To him was hopeless — so he craved a boon ; 

That as her anger he was loath to stir, 

She 'd let him pass in peace — and he 'd let hen 



XXII. 

" Ho!" quoth the Fairy (and she laugh'd aloud); 

** Kind Sir Rebellious, courteous terms are these : 
But mine must first be thought on — Spirit proud, 

Now whether thy sweet Spritehood doth it please. 
That I should dash thee from thy murky cloud 

Into yon deep uncomfortable seas ; 
Or shut those fair and dainty limbs of thine 
In the dark trunk of that wind-shaken pine ? 



XXIII. 

'* Or wilt thou shiver in the realm of Frost; 

Ten thousand years fast fetter'd to the Pole ? 
Or, to the centre of the deep earth toss'd,. 

There tumble, free from Gravity's control. 
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In many an antic gambol ? — to thy cost 

Curst Spirit, thou hast dared me — for a soul 
More dark than thou, more mischievously wicked, 
Roams not the eaith— at least with sach a thick head. 



XXIV. 



'^ I 've some old scores to pay you off, Sir, now:- 
Didn't I see you tap Tom Goddard's ale ? 

Didn't you pull down Pocock's barley-mow ? 
Didn't you nick the Parson's pony's tail ? 

Didn't you milk John Squizzle's spotted cow ? 
And thump his sister with the milking pail ? 

Didn^ I see you through the keyhole creep, 

And give Miss Bab the fidgets in her sleep ? 



XXV. 



<« 



Can you say any thing in your defence f 

Whate'er you will I *m ready, Sir, to hear — 
What ! silent ! — ^have you lost your little sense ? 

Have you no means of making it appear 
That you possess a shadow of pretence 

To mercy ?^— are you quite struck dumb with fear ? 
Come, I ni not wait — you stupid Spirit, speak — 
What mischief have you done, this many a week ?** 



XXVI* 

The Spirit trembled as he made reply *^ 
" Most beautiful Maimoune, I confess 

That I must owe, henceforth, my liberty 
(Which I deserve not) to your gentleness. 

Much mischief surely have I done, yet I 
Mayy with some reason, venture to express 

A hope that I 've, for once» refrained from doing 

My poor endeavour to engender ruin. 
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xxvn. 

" There is a high becL solitary tower 
Near China's proud Metropolis, and there 

As I pass'd o'er it at the midnight hour, 
Suspended in the vast and moon-lit air, — 

Lying in soft Sleep's poppy-breathing bower, 
I saw a.maiden exquisitely fair ! — 

You may conceiTe what charms must be her lot. 

When I asrave you that I pinch'd her not ! > 

XXVIII. 

• 

*' She quite disarmM me of my old propensities ; 

1 had no thou^ tyf doing any harm 
To her — I would not for the wealth of ten cities 

Have thrill'd that bosom with the least alarm. 
* What beauty V I exclaim'd, * oh ! how intense it is f 
. How exquisite her neck — ^her hand — ^her arm ! 
Her lips ! — oh ! might I with a kiss surprise 
The slumbers hanging on those shrouded eyes.' 

XXIX. 

" But I breathed o'er her a profounder sleep» 

*And drove away all images of fear 
From her repose ; then softly did 1 creep. 

And whisper dreams of wonder in her ear. 
Thus, many a night, did I my vigils keep 

Beside her pillow, till she grew most dear 
E'en to my nature — by her eyes I swear 
The world holds not another thing so fair ! " 



XXX. 

" Now," quoth the nettled Fay, " mine own I 'd wager 
(Might I hold commerce with such things as thou» 

And wouldst thou dare in such a strife to gage her) 
That this thy beauty bears not sudi a brow 
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Of loTeliness (I doD*t mean to enrage her) 

As a jvong wonder whom I saw just now : 
And (what would more her female nature yex) 
My brighter beauty 's of the other sex. 



" Nay, since you look incredulous. Sir Fiend, 
I must your senses by strong proof convince ; 

So beg that you 11 this instant condescend 
To lay your sleeping Princess by my Prince 

In yon lone turret — back to China wend — 
Bring hither this fiur paragon — and since 

You dare to stake your judgment against mine. 

We 11 see which beiuty is the more divine." 



xxxn. 

She spoke — upon the word his raven pinions 
The dark-brow*d Spirit for the voyage spread, 

And to the Chinese Monarch's far dominions. 

Swift, straight, and fearless, through 'mid air he sped; 

Whef e (still unshaken in his old opinions) 
He bore Badoura, sleeping from her bed. 

And lodged her safely in the Prince's tower, 

Close by his side, in less than half an hour. 



xxxui. 

Had I but time I 'd tell you how enchanting 
She look'd, when waving in the midnight breeze, 

As the strong Spirit bore her onward, panting 
With haste, o'er towns, and continents, and seas. 

In raiment her fair limbs were sadly wanting, 
For she wore nothing but a thin chemise ; * 

And, as the moonbeams bathed her in their light, 

She seem'd some wandering meteor of the night. 
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XXXIV. 



Or star dropp'd from the firmament ; but when 
She lay still sleeping, by the Prince's side — 

The fairest she of women — he of men — 
Both Spirits own*d, it could not be denied 

That Earth ne'er saw such beauty. Ne'er again 
Will such a bridegroom sleep by such a bride, 

And ne'er again, while we live — 1 'm afraid, 

Will pranks so pleasant be by Fairies play'd. 

XXXV. 

Awhile the Fairies bent in silence o'er them, 
Comparing lip with lip, and nose with nose ; 

And for their beauty could almost adore them ; 
But so«n the old dispute again arose ; 

And to such lengths their angry passion bore them, 
That they had nearly come from words to blows, 

But that the evil Spirit fear'd to fight 

With so confounded passionate a Sprite. 

XXXVI. 

At length 't was settled, with the fiill consent 
Of both, that the dispute should be referred 

(Since neither to resign the contest meant) 
To the unbiass'd judgment of a third : 

And they both swore that they would be content. 
When this their quarrel should be fairly heard, 

With his decision. So Maimoune call'd 

A Spirit whom her beauty had enthrall'd 

XXXVII. 

For fifteen hundred years. The Spirit came — 

A creature form'd by nature for a lover ; 
Blear-eyed,andbow-legg'd, hump-back'd, horn'd,and lame ; 

I wonder how such beauty fail'd to move h& : 
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But she had never yet confessed a flame, 

Though she had made this dainty Knight a rover, 
Since he first woo'd her, over seas and lands, 
Ten times a-day, to do her mild commands. 



XXXVIII. 

* In this behaviour did my Sprite resemble 
All mortal women whom I ever knew ; 
Good Lord ! I 'm now, while writing, in a tremble. 

To think of all the labour I went through 
When I was courting Miss Jemima Kemble ; 
^ Never had galley-slave so nrack to do : 
Never poor husband of a wife wha chidedf 
Could lead, in- this world, such a life as I did. 



Well! I'm still single! — but I caa't. forget 
How oft I Ve trudged for many a dusty mile 

On some ridiculous errand, — or got wet 
In expectation of at least a smile ; 

And then, returning, found her in a pet 

Because "I'd kept her waiting such a while.'* 

And then the shawls, and tippeta that I carried ; 

The scrapes she led me into — till she married. 



XL. 

Up rose the Spirit thus so deeply smitten, 
And most politely fell uppn his knees ; 

(His name can't be pronomieed, and scarcely written, 
And so we'll call him Cupid if you pl:ase:) 

His mistress told him of the ^an she 'd hit on» 
And begg'd his judgment would the strife appease: 

And Cupid grinn'd, and look'd extremely proud. 

To have his taste in beauty thus allow'd. 



MAIMOUNS. 359 

But when he very carefully had eyed, 
With spectacles on nose, the sleeping pair, 

He gravely said it could not be denied — 
That they were both superlatively fair. 

He was extremely puzzled to decide 
Which was the more so, and could not declare 

To which his judgment would award the prize, 

Unless he was allow'd to see their eyes. 



XLII. 

So said, so done; — the magic spell was broken 
Which hung upon the slumber-sealed eyes 

Of the young Prince, and he was fairly woken 
From his sweet dreams ; then, oh ! with what surprise 

He saw the form beside him, a bright token 
Of the Gods' favour, sent to realize 

(As he supposed), the loveliest dreams that stole 

Across the enchanted vision of his soul. 



XLIU. 

How came she there ? — ^he knew not, and cared leas ; 

That she xvas there was quite enough for him ;— ' 
Bewildered in her dazzling loveliness, 

How did his eyes in giddy^ rapture swim ! 
As she lay by him still and motionless, 

" The cup of love was running o'er the brim 
Within him ** (as I heard a speaker say 
At a Salopian dinner yesterday.) 

XLIV. 

I can't think how he took the joke so QOoUy» 
As if the Gods had chosen to provide 

And send him, as they ought, at midnight duly, 
A beautiful young lady for a bride* 
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He never ask'd who brought her thither. Truly, 

Had I found such a treasure by my side, 
Nor of the trick been previously admonished, 
I should have felt prodigiously astonish'd. 



XLV, 

Long did he gaze in silence and deep joy, 

And thoughts came o'er him which he ne'er had known 
The dream which he had worshipped from a boy, 

In one short instant from his brain had flown ; 
And a new love which knew of no alloy, 

Within his bosom had built up a throne. 
The lady slept* he gazed, and gazed upon her, 
But harbour'd not a thought against her honour. 



XL VI. 

She slept on most amazingly — ^he thought 
(And I 'm not sure he wasn't in the right) 

That she slept rather sounder than she ought, 
It being, he supposed^ her bridal night- 

But though he deem'd it strange, he never sought 
To force the slumbers from those orbs of light 

He almost fear'd to view — he could not bear 

To use such rudeness to a thing so fair. 



XI. VII. 

Yet did he print a most bewildering kiss 
On her fair cheek — another on her brow — 

(I should expatiate on that moment's bliss* . 
But haven't time to dwell upon it now,) 

They would have wakenM any living Miss, 
' Whose sleep was not enchanted ; but somehow 

This lady felt them not ; or, if she did, 

Sleep still weigh'd down each persevering lid. 
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XLVIII. 

'Twas all in vain ; he found he couldn't wake her 

By any gentle means ; so, having sworn 
That she was his, and he would ne'er forsake her — 

That she should never from his arms he torn, 
Even though Hell itself should yawn to take her,— 

He thought it would be best to doze till morn ; 
And, having kiss'd her lovely cheek once more, 
Soon fell asleep more soundly than before. 

XLIX. 

Forthwith, released from the strong spell that bound her 
In deepest slumber, fair Badoura sprang 

From her enchanted visions, and around her 
A glance of momentary wonder flung. 

Much did the aspect of the place confound her — 
Where are the pictures round her chamber hung ? 

Is this her bed? — and ah ! — what heavenly face 

Lies on the pillow, in her Nurse's place ? 

L. 

She screams aloud ! — is this a man beside her ? 

A Husband ?— Gracious ! is her Father mad ? 
She is resolved, whatever may betide her, 

To fly — and yet the face is not so bad. — 
She has seen worse complexions, — mouths much wider, — 

In fact the fellow is a pretty lad. 
She thought she 'd take one peep at 'him, and bent 
Silently o'er his face in wonderment. 

LI. 

Upon her delicate brow the dark hair braided. 

Cloudlike hung o'er the starbeams of her eyes ; 
Which, by that darkness soften'd and o'ershaded 

Fell in a gleam of tenderest ecstacies. 

VOL. III. R 
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Upon the sleeping boy ; that gleam pervaded 

His cheek still glowing from his late surprise ; 
And touched his brow, which in that radiance shone 
AVith loveliness far brighter than its own. 



LII. 

Thus (as 't is said), Italian Beauty hung 
Over the sleeping Milton, as at noon 

Reclined he lay the forest trees among, 
His thoughts to some unutterable tune 

Of Heavenly Music wandering, till they sprung 
Into his deep-flush'd countenance, and soon 

Kindled within that gazer's breast the flame 

Which Woman, who best feels it, dares not name. 



LIII. 

But there *s one trifling difference between 

My Princess and the Dame who seem'd to ape her ; 

That Milton's Beauty chose not to be seen, ' 
And scarce declared her passion e'en on paper : 

Whereas Badoura thought it would be mean 
To let so delicate a Youth escape her; 

All her objections to a ring were over. 

Since Fate had sent her such a handsome lover. 



LIV. 

And she began to find it poor employment 
To gaze so long upon a sleeping spouse. 

And lofig'd for the more rational enjoyment 
Of— conversation — and — exchanging vows 

Of love — and — chaste caresses— ne'er to cloy meant; — 
And so she strove the sleeper to arouse, 

At flrst by gentle kisses, and fond taps 

With her small fingers, — then by ruder slaps. 
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LV. 

He only slept the sounder, so she tried 
At last the sweet allurement of her tongue ; 

" Sweet Prince ! — Dear Husband !— am I not thy Bride? 
Am I not chaste, and beautiful, and young ? 

Have I not air, and shape, and grace beside ? 
Is not my voice the sweetest that e'er sung ? 

Why Husband ! Husband ! Husband !— ^ir ! -Sir I Sir ! 

Good Lord ! will nothing make tliis Blockhead stir ? 



LVI. 

** Now by mine eyes, fair Bridegroom, 't is not right 
To sleep so sound at such an hour as this ; 

Pray tell me, is it not our. bridal night. 
Sacred to love, and harmony, and bliss ? • 

I 've a great mind to quarrel with you quite, 
Discourteous Sir — now by this rapturous kiss, 

(Which I must steal, since you will not bestow,) 

I never could have borne to slight y^ujfo* 

LVH. 

" Aid me, ye Gods, tl^is odious sleep to drive hence; 

Si]^ you 've caroiised too freely at the wine — 
No, no ; I now perekive the whole contrivance, 

'Tis all a trick, my kind papa, of thine* 
I wonder at my Nurse's base connivance ; 

But oh ! he looks so radiantly divine. 
And smiles, in slumber with a smile so sweet, 
1 can't believe him guilty of deceit* 

■ 

LVIII. 

'* Still sleep'st thou, dearest ? some malignant Demon 
Hath o*er thy spirit cast this baneful spell ; 

Else never couldst thou in this fashion dream on, 
Nor against Love and Hymen so rebel, 

tt2 
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As not to let those eyes of beauty beam on 
The gentle Lady who loves thee so well : 
By Heav'n thou smiFst — ^I know it 's all a sham ; 
Love grant me patience ! — what a wretch I am ! 



LDL. 

** Thou lov'st me not ; dost thou suspect my fame T 
My parents. Sir, are noble as thine own ; 

My aunt Haiatelnefous was a Dame 

As chaste, and coy, as ever wore a gown : 

Ne'er have I felt, — ^till now. Love's pleasing flame ; 
My Father shall defend his Child's renown. 

Do as you please. Sir — you shall shortly know 

That I '11 have vengeance if you use me so. 



LX. 

** By the hot tears which I am shedding o'er thee ; 

By my poor heart which doth so fondly ache; 
By diese most chaste embraces ; I implore thee, 

My Husband, if thou sleepest, to awake. 
Oh ! didst thou know how madly I adore thee, 

Thou wouldst not thus persist my heart to break. 
Oh ! liear the plaint my wounded Spirit pours, 
And heal my sorrow ! — Lord, how loud he snores ! " 



LXI. 

She spoke ; the tears fell fast, as she was speaking. 
Yet did they yield her anguish small relief ; 

And (what was shocking), in her flight from Pekin, 
She 'd dropp'd her muslin pocket-handkerchief, 

So that she couldn't stop her eyes from leaking ; 
Maimoune felt much pity for her grief, 

And soon, in order to assuage her pain, ' 

Sent Magic slumber to those eyes again. 
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LXII. 

By this the silver Moon had drawn her horn in, 

While Cupid still more undecided grew ; 
And puzzled on, unmindful of the warning, 

Till, while he pored and doubted, the cock crew, 
And at the sound, before the breath of Morning, 

Back to their haunts, the three mad Spirits flew, , 

Leaving, in rather an unusual place. 
The Prince and Princess lying face to face. 

LXIII. 

The spells fell from their eyelids, and together 
These two fond lovers from their dreaYns awoke, 

And met each other's eyes— r*t was long ere either 
(Lost as they were in love and wonder) spoke. 

I don't know (and it matters not a feather). 
Which of the two the blissful silence broke — 

'Twas a strange introduction — ^I 'm afraid 

The breakfast hour that morning was delay'd. 

LXIV. 

Of course the thing in matrimony ended ; 

The Kings were much astonish'd at the way 
In which the Fairies had their schemes befriended, 

For how it happen'd not a soul could say. 
Maimoune and her Lover both attended, ■ 

In high good-humour, on the wedding-day ; 
And brought fine gifts from Fairyland, and'shed 
All sorts of blessings on the Nuptial Bed. 



LXV. 

** Now strike your sails, ye jolly Mairiners,*' 
For I have come unto my story's end. 

With a few alterations, worthy Sirs — 
To make it aptly to my purpose bend. 
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I 've used some freedom with the characters, 
But hope the Reader '11 kindly condescend 
To recollect my hurry — and excuse 
The ramhling nonsense of a heedless Muse. 



G.M. 



PRIVATE CORRESPONDENCE. 



V. 



P£fiE6RIN£ COURTENAY TO THE PUBLIC. 
MY DEAR PUBLIC, 

How rejoiced I feel in being able to rid myself of all 
weighty affairs, for a few minutes, and sit down to a little 

Erivate conversation with you : I am going,, as usual, to 
e very siUy, and very talkative, and I have so much to 
say that I hardly know where to be^n. 

Allow me to congratulate you upon the flourishing 
state of your affairs. There has been a Coronation, and 
you have had lighting of lamps, and drinking of ale, 
and breaking of heads, to your hearf s content ; and 
there are two new Novels coming from Sii' Walter ; and 
th6 King is going to Ireland ; and Mr. Kean is come 
from America ; and — here is N<^ X. of " The Etonian !^ 
How happy you must be ! 

But you will have to pay an extra shilling for it. I 
hope you will not be angry. The fact is, that the ap- 
proaching conclusion of our Work has put into our Con- 
tributors such a spirit of good-will and exertion, that we 
found it quite impossible to comprise their benefactions 
within our usual limits, although I myself gave up to 
them many of my own pages, and burned several first- 
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rate articles, especially one " On the Digamma,^ which 
Avould have had a surprising effect. For, to parody the 
Poet, 

** Those writ^ now, who never wrote before. 
And those who always wrote, now write the more." 

And you will be satisfied, I think, with the augmentation 
of bulk, and of price, when you consider what you would 
have lost if such a step had not been adopted. Perhaps 
you might not have had " The Bride of the Cave;^ per- 
haps you might not have had " The Hall of my Fathers ;^^ 
perhaps you might not have had — Oh, yes! you certainly 
should have had " Maimoune,'' though it had filled our 
whole Number. But you would not have had my " Pri- 
vate Correspondence,^ which I should have regretted 
extremely, although my modesty hints to me that you 
would not have cared a rush about the matter. 

I used to promise, you will remember, that in all and in 
each of our Numbers, twenty pages only should be devoted 
to our Foreign Correspondents. This resolution was, I 
believe, rigidly adhered to during the existence of "the 
Saltbearer ;*" but since his exit I have grown more idle 
and less scrupulous. In our present Number you will 
find a much greater proportion of matter from the Uni- 
versities. I tell you so fearlessly, because you are, in no 
small degree, a gainer by the fraud. 

When I look back on my life, my dear Public, I can- 
not help thinking what a life of impudence, — what a life 
of hoaxing, — what a life of singularity, I have led. If 
all the Brass I have shown in my writings could be 
transferred to my Monument, my memory would be im- 
mortal. I have told, in prints more lies than ever 
Munchausen did ; and, in the sphere of my existence, 
have been guilty of as much deceit as the Fortunate 
Youth. As for the " Letter to the King,'' however, I 
can't, for the life of me, see a grain of impertinence in 
its composition ; all I wonder at is, that it did not pro- 
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cure a Holiday for Eton, nor Knighthood for Sir Thomas, 
nor a thousand a-year for myself. * Nevertheless, in spite 
of the mortifying silence with which my communication 
was received, I am happy to observe that our Etonians 
continue very loyal. On the night of the Coronation, 
when the Mob said " Queen !*" the Boys said " King f 
and many, forthwith, risked their owi| crowns in benalf 
of his Majesty's. But whether this proceeded from 
the love of Loyalty, or the love of Blows, must remain 
a question. 

Howbeit, I am not naturally addicted to impudence, 
or hoaxing, or singularity. To convince you of this, I 
had at one time an intention of drawing up a Memoir of 
*my own Life, containing an accurate detail of my 
thoughts, and words, and actions, during the whole 
period which my memory comprehends. I found it very 
difficult to settle the title of my Book. Should it be the 
stately " Life of Peregrine Courtenay, Esq. of the 
College of Eton, Foolscap Octavo ?^ or should it be the 
quaint " Notice of a Gentleman who has left Long 
Chamber ?'^ or should it l>e the concise and attractive 
" Peregriniana ?*" It was a weighty affair; and I 
abandoned the design before I could settle the point. 
Fdr I at last began to believe, my Public, that this is all 
of which you ought to be informed, — ^that I have Uved' 
long at Eton, and that I have edited " The Etonian C 
that I am now bidding farewell to the first, and writing 
the Epilogue of the other. 

I leave Eton at a peculiarly auspicious time. Her 
Cricket is very good tms year ! (I wish we could have had 
a meeting with Harrow, but Diis aliter visum est^) and her 
Boats are unusually well manned, and there are in her 
ranks more youths of five-feet-ten, than I have seen for 
a long time. She has also just efiected the estabUshment 
of a Public Library ; which has been so spiritedly sup- 
ported by our Alumni themselves, and by the Friends of 
the School, that it is already rising into importance. 
And, thanks to the exertions oi many who have been our 
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Friends, and a few of our Correspondents, she maintains 
a high ground at the Universities, I am bound for Cam- 
bridge myself; but this is nothing at all to concern you, 
inasmuch as I do not mean to Edite a ^^ Cantab.*" . 

I resign my office too at a propitious moment, before 
time has quelled the enthusiasm with which it was en- 
tered upon, — ^before warmth and impetuosity have, 
yielded to weariness and dis^st. My spirits are still 
unabated, my Friends are still untired, and you, my 
Public, are still kind ! I might have waited to experience 
the sinking of the first, the anger of the second, and 
alas ! the fickleness of the third. It is well that I stop 
in time. 

I have two drawers of my bureau filled, almost to 
bursting, with divers Manuscripts ; I am afraid to open 
either of them, lest somebody passionate, or somebody 
stupid, or somebody wearisome, should stare me in the 
face. Of these compositions, my pages witness against 
me that I have promised insertion to many, and my 
conscience witnesses against me that I ought to have 
given insertion to many more. I don't know what to do 
with them. I have some thoughts of sending them to 
my Publisher's in a lump, or bequeathing them as a 
Legacy to my successors. I believe, however, my better 
plan may be to put them up to Auction. Amongst the 
numerous Authors, great and small, good and bad, who 
are at the present day wasting their pen, ink, paper, and 
time, in ** doing honour to Eton,'' I cannot but think 
that some of my Literary Treasures would fetch a 
pretty good price. There are all the articles, of which 
we have at various times given notice ; some of which I 
know our Readers are dying to see. But these form but 
a trifling part of the heap ; I will subjoin a few speci- 
mens of my wares, but Catalogues shall, of course, be 
printed previous to the Sale. 

Several "Reminiscences" — ^very useful for writers 
who wish to recollect what never occurred. 

A few " Visions," " Musings," " Odes," &c. — a great 

a6 
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bargain to any young person who wants to be interesting) 
or unintelligiDle. 

" Edmund Ironside,'' an Old English Tale, in the 
style of " The Knight and the Knave,'' very vakiable,^ 
in consequence of " The Quarterly^ hint about 
" Ivanhoe." • 

" Thoughts on the Coronation," to be had for a trifle, 
as the article is a common one, and will not keep. 

A great many " Classical Tales," strongly recom- 
mended to those Authors who are ruA, learned, and wish 
to be thought so. 

A large bundle of " Notices to Correspondents," ad- 
mirably adapted to the use of those who nave none. 

A PortfoHo of Cursory Hints, Kanarks, Puns, Intro- 
ductory Observations, Windings-up, &c. &c. &c. capable 
oi serving any purpose to which the Purchaser likes to 
put them. 

With such a Repository, it will be evident, that, if 
the Fates were willmg that I should proceed in my un- 
dertaking, I should be in no want of support* This, 
however, is not the decree of the Destinies ; I must go, 
and like him who 



'* Oft fitted the halter, oft tray^rsed the cart, 
Aod often took leave, but seem'd loath to depart. 



•• 



^1 

9 



I continue to say to you, I am " going, gping^ going 
while you metlunks are waiting with the uplifted ham- 
mer, impatient to pronoimce me " gone !" 

Every body, who wishes to do any thing wdrthy of* 
record, is anxious to know what will be sidd of him after 
his decease. I am thinking what will be said of me, after 
my literary death. 

I fancy to myself a knot of Ladies, busy with their 
Loo and Scandal. The Tenth, the last Number of 
" The Etonian" is brought upon the carpet, and every 
one flies at Peregrine in the mrting of a tan, " So he s 
gone, is he ! Well, it's time he should ; he was getting 
sadly tiresome;" — "and so satirical;" — "and so learned; 
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— " as for all his Greek, I 'm sure it must be Very 
bad, for Lord St. Luke can't construe me a word of it, 
and he was three years at Oxford C^ — " and that abomi- 
nable * Cert^n Age !' '' — " and that odious * Windsor 
Ball ! ' *" — *' Oh ! positively we can never forgive the 

* Windsor Ball !' I have not bought a copy smce l^ — 
Pray be quiet, Ladies ; I never meant one of you, — 
nevar, on the word of an Editor ! Howbeit, if the cap 

fits r-you know what I would say, though po- 

lit^iiess shall lesive it unsaid. 

Then I picture to my mind a set of sober critics 
taking my reputation to pieces, as easily as you would 
crack a walnut. " Peregrine Courtenay ? — ay ! he was 
a silly, laughing fellow ; he had some spirit ; yes, and a 
tolerable rhyme now and then ; — ^but he had no Knse, 
no soUdity ; he was all froth, all evaporation. IH? was 
hke the wine we are drinking — ^he had no body l-.^^ 

* Where did you get this wine, Mr. Matthew?''' — and 
so I am dismissed. 

Then I begin to think of what is much more inte- 
resting to me. What will be the talk of my school- 
fellows ? I fancy that I hear their censures, and their 
praises not spanngly bestowed. I fancy that I am al- 
ready taken up with kindness, or laid down with a 
shrug ! — " .' The Etonian !' oh ! the last Number is out, 
is it ? How does it sell ? Some of it was good, but I 
wish they had less of their balaam^ as they call it ! and 
.then all the punch was low, — ^horribly low ; and aH that 
slang about the Club ! — and that fooUsh picture on the 
cover ! — and then the puffing, and the puns ! For my 
part, I never saw a grain of wit in it, — and the sense 
was in a stiU less proportion ! In short it was bad, oh ! 
very bad ! but, I don't know how, it certainly did amuse 
one, too !" 

Such are the sounds which haunt my imagination in' 
my leave-taking. And ever and anon, I put my prayer 
to the Groddess with the brazen trumpet, who proclaims 
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the titles and the expknts of great men. ^^ Fame, Fame, 
when I am removea from the scene oi my exertions, let 
me not be quite forgotten ! let me be talked of with 
praise, or let me be talked of with censure ; but let me, 
at all events, be talked of ! Whether I be remembered 
with pardon, or with condemnation, I care Uttle, — so that 
I be only remembered.*' 

I wish all manner of success and prosperity to the 
members of the Club, my aflPectionate coadjutors. Mr. 
Sterling,! hkve no doubt, will make an exemplary Vicar, 
and Mr. Lozell will do, excellent well, to say his Amen. 
Mr. Musgrave will be a capital whip, unless he breaks 
his neck in the truning ; and Sir Francis Wentworth 
will probably rise to great honours and emoluments, 

when the -Whigs come in. Groliehtly wiH die with 

>a jest in his mouth, and a glass in his hand. Bellamy 
will live with ele^nce in his manners, and love in his 
eye. Oakley will be a spiteful critic ; and Swinburne 
an erudite commentator. As for Grerard, he will ^ 
forward on his own path to eminence, destined to shine in 
a nobler arena than that of a Schoolboy^s Periodical, and 
to enjoy more worthy applauses than those of Peregrine 
Courtenay. 

And I, my dear Pubhc, shall walk up the hill oi life 
as steadily as I can, and as prosperously as I may. For 
the present I have wiped my pen, and given a hohday to 
the devils ; but if, at any future period, I should, in my 
bounty, give to your inspection a Political Pamphlet, or 
a Treatise on Law, a Farce or a Tragedy, a Speech or a 
Sermon, I trust that you will have a respect for the 
name of Peregrine Courtenay, and be as ready with 
your pounds, shillings, and pence, as I have always 
hitherto found you. 

One word more. I have been much solicited to have 
my own effi^es stuck in the front of my work, done in 
an editorial attitude, with a writing-desk before me, and 
a pen behind my ear ; and I am aware that this is the 
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custom of many gentlemen whom I might be proud to 
imitate. Mr. Canning figures in front of " The Mi- 
crocosm,"" and Dr. Peter Morris presents his goodly 
physiognomy in the vanguard of " Peter^s Letters.*" 
And I know what has often before been remarked, that 
when the pubUc sit down to the perusal of a work, it 
imports them much to be convinced whether the writer 
thereof be plump or spare, fair or dark, of an open or a 
meditative countenance. Would any one feel an inte- 
rest in the fate of Tom Thumb, who did not see a 
representation of the hero courting inspection, and 
claiming, as it were, in propria personAj the applause 
to which his exploits entitle him ? Would any one 
shudder with horror at the perilous adventures of Mun- 
chausen, who could not count the scars with which they 
are engraven on the Baron'^s physiognomy ? In opposi- 
tion to these weighty considerations, I have two motives 
which forcibly impel me to adopt a contrary line of con- 
duct. In the first place, I am, as is known to all my 
acquaintance, most outrageously modest. I have been 
so from my cradle. Before I ever entered upon a pubhc 
capacity, a few copies of a Caricature came down to our 
Eton Bookseller, one of which contained a figure of a 
starVed Poet. One of my friends carelessly discovered a 
resemblance between the said starved Poet and your 
humble Servant, the consequence of which was that your 
humble Servant bought up, at no inconsiderable expense, 
all the copies of the said print, and committed them to 
the flames. And now, if I were to see my own features 
prefixed to my own writings; — if I were to imagine to 
myself your curiosity, my Public, criticising expression 
oi countenance, as well as expression of thought, and 
lines of face as well as lines of metre, I could not endure 
it — I should faint ! — Yes ! I shotdd positively faint ! 
I have another reason— another very momentous one ! 

I once heard a Lady criticising the " Lines to ^ 

How beautiful were the Criticisms ! and how beautiful 
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was the Critic ! . I would have ^ven the riches d 
Mexico for such a Review, and such a Reviewer ! But 
to proceed with my story ; — ^thus were the remarks wounid 
up : — " Now do, Mr. Courtenav, tell me who is Ae 
author ! — ^what an interesting looking man he must be T 

From that moment I have been en¥rrapt in most de- 
lightful day-dreams. I have constantly said to myself, 
Peregrine, perhaps at this moment bright eyes are look- 
ingon your enusion ; and sweet voices are saying, 
^* What a pretty young man Mr. Courtenay must be ? 
— ^And shall I pubhsh my picture, and give them the 
he ? — Oh, no ! I will preserve to them uie charity of 
their conjectures, and to myself the comfort of their 
opinion. 

And now what rests for me, but to express my gra- 
titude to all, who have assisted me by their advice or 
their support, and to beg,. that if, in dischar^ng my 
part to the best of toy abilities, it has been my misfor- 
tune to give offence to any one of them, he will believe 
that I ^ned not intentionally, and forgive me as well as 
he can? 

I have also to return thanks to many Grentlemen who 
have honoured me by marks of individual kindness. It 
would be painful for me to leave this spot without as- 
suring them, that in all places, and under all circum- 
stances, I shall have a lively recollection of the attention 
they have showji me, and the interest they have ex- 
pressed in my success. 

But most of all, I have to speak my feelings to him, 
who, at my earnest solicitations, undertook to bear an 
equal portion of my fatigues and my responsibility,— 
to him, who has performed so diligently the labours 
which he entered upon so reluctantly,— ^o him who has 
been the constant companion of my hopes and fears — 
my good and ill fortune, — to him, who, by the assiduity 
of his own attention, and the genius of the contributors 
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hose good offices he secured, has ensured the success of 

The Etonian r 

I began this letter in a light and jesting vein, but I 
ttd that I cannot keep it up. My departure from Eton 
id " The Etonian'" is really too serious a business for a 
!St or a gibe. I have felt my spirits sinking by little 
id little, until I have become downright melancholy. 

shall make haste, therefore, to come to a conclusion. 

have done, and I subscribe myself (for the last 
me), 

My dear Public, 

Your obliged and devoted Servant, 

Pereg&ine Couetenay. 
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The Characters of the Candidates, Characters of IVo more Can- 
vol. ii. 6. didales, vol. iii. 5. 

Le Blanc's Sober Essay on Love, Translationof Tasso, 102. ' 
32. Paestura, 116. 

Letter to H. U. Tighe, Esq. 288. Letters from Oxford, 49, 54, 131, 

138, 255. 

ORD, WILLIAM HENRY, 

Reflections on Winter, vol. i. 306. Le Blanc on Interest, vol. ii. 229. 
Castles in the Air, 345. Tomb of Psammis, vol. iii. 13. 

OUTRAM, THOMAS POWYS, 

Biography of a Boy's Room, vol. L Michael Oakley's Objections to 

274. Wit, 118. 

Eulogium on Tobacco, -31 7. On a Clerical Life, 235. 

On Calumny, voL ii. 300. On/Country Churchyard Epitaphs, 
On Prejudice, vol. iii. 76, 280. 

PETIT, JOHN LOUIS, 

(Trinity College^ Cambridge,) 

Greek Song in the Musse O'Connorianae, vol. ii. 31. — ^Extracts from 

Evening, 211. 

PRAED, WINTHROP MACKWORTH. 

The King of Clubs, excepting the Politeness and Politesse, 166. 

parts assigned to Contributors.. A Windsor Ball, 172. 

Peregrine's Scrap-Book , excepting Lovers* Vows, 183. 

the parts assigned to Contri- On the Practical Asyndeton, 225. 

butors. Lines to Julio, 239. 

Lines to Julia, 242. 

Rhyme and Reason, vol. i. 36. Remarks on Hur-dressing, 265. 

The Eve of Battle, 40. On a Certsun Age, 293. 

Laura, 64. Marius amidst the Ruins of Car- 
On the Practical Bathos, 73. thage, 349. 

Remarl^ on Nicknames, 81. Lines to Florence, 357. 

Lozell's Essay on the Art of saying Not at Home, 361. 

'* Yes" and " No," 128. Silent Sorrow, 365. 

Turn Out, 142. Reminiscences of my Youth, No. I. 
Confession of Don Carlos, 157. 376. 

Solitude in a Crowd, 161. Musae O'Connorianae, vol. ii. 27. 
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: and the Knave, 39. Old Boots, vol. iii. 17. 

e Mad, 85. On the Divinities of the Ancients, 

y BaU, 136. 25. 

of Anneslie, 1 93 . Reminiscences of my Youth, No. II . 

iTespondence, 203, 206. 34. 

itablishment of a Public On True Friendship, 47. 

at Eton, 208. Private Correspondence, 71,168, 

lor, 256. 366. 

ie, 264. The CJountry Curate, 112. 

Sensibility, 268. Gog, Canto 1. 60 ; Canto II. 195. 

;ssay on Weathercocks, Remarks on Etonian Poets, 218. 

Sonnet to Ada', 279. 

Quarters, 283. ^urly Hall, 286. 

TROWER, WALTTER. 

. i. 63. Song, vol. ii. 103. 

). Song in Prison, 318. 

WALKER, WILLIAM SYDNEY, 
(Trinity College, Cambridge.^ 

'nted Lover, vol. i. 233. Woman and Hope, 104. 

tit, 309. Horae Subfuscae, 127. 

idanae, No. I. 382. To Intellectual Liberty, 130. 

pistle from ** W.'* 425. Fragment of an Address to the 

) the Hon. Gerard Mont- Spirit' of Poetry, 159. 

, vol. ii. 106. Sonnet to Catherine Seyton, 161. 

Mtings of James Mont- Bounce, ib. 

, 118. To Hope; 177. 

•s Song, 255. Bellamy's Fragments, and Parody 

idanae. No. II. 313. from Scott's " Allen-a-Dale," 

I Miss Harrison's Album, 206. 

Rhapsodies, 302. 

'ol, iii. 32. On the Poems of Chauncy Hare 
idanae, No. III. 33. Townsend, 306. 

A Whimsey, 317. 
16. 



have not received permission to publish the 
)f the friends from whom we have received the 
ig Articles. 
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Soog, vol. i. 421. Caeraarvon Castle, vol. iii. 23. 

Elegy, vol. ii. 101. Unpublished Stanzas of Grodhra, 97. 

Stanzas on Whistling, 102. Lines on ** Saevior Armis Lia- 

Stanzas for Music, 218. uria," by Robigo, 101. 

Lines << to the Rainbow," 218. Matthew Swinburne, 203. 
Lines to Miss Sophia Everett, 320. Verses by " Alcaeus Minor," 205. 

The Rejected Lover, 321. Happiness, 239. 



There are many passages in these Volumes which the Editors, for 
various reasons, would wish corrected or erased. Believing, however, 
that the public would be better pleased, if they were allowed to shake 
hands with " The Etonian" in his fi.'St dress, they have made very few 
alterations ; confident that the errors which they regret will be chari- 
tably ranked among those 

** Quasaut Incuriafiidit 
Aut humana parum cavit Natura." 



WALTER BLUNT. 

WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED. 



THE END. 
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